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THE HONEYMOON: 
Y Play, in Sve Artz. 


BY JOHN TOBIN. 


OP CHARACTERS. 
Drury Lane, 1824. Park, 1846. 
cue . Elliston. Mr. . Vandenhoff. 


CAST 


6 
Meredith. ‘ 


ney. Ga 
Mrs. Mowatt. 
* Abbott. 
Miss Crocker. 


peeeven ves ‘eevacccccee -Mrs. Orger. 
iene usbeew wee seeeesee Harlowe. Mrs. Vernon. 
Servants to Duke, Rustics, etc. 


cys —R. sper nes L. Left; RB. D. Right Door; L. 
Upper Ent Entrance; - D. Middle 
Rig *Oentre: R. C. 


Door. RELATIVE Pos 
Btn Centre; L. O. Left cece » &e. The gr vente te eared to be on the 


“AOT I. 
SCENE I.—<A Street in Madrid. 


Enter DUKE and MONTALBAN, L., followed by a 
SERVANT. He crosses behind to R. 


Duke. Silo ae to SERVANT.) This letter you 
ve my steward; this 

To my old nant, Lopez. Use dispatch, ‘sir ; 

| Your negligence may ruin an affair 


Why, how now, count! 
You look but dull upon my wedding-day, 
Nor show. the least reflection of that joy 
lacey Por from me, and should light up my 


Count. (.} If I could set my features to my 


tongue, 
ld give your highness joy. Still, as a friend, 
lose expectition lags behind his hopes, 

I wish you happy. 

Duke. You shall see me so— 
Is not the 1 I have chosen fair ? 

Count. Nay, she is beautiful. 

Duke. Of.a right age ? 
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' omitted. in the representation. 
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You had almost forgot to speak of that. 


'| Of a. barefooted pilgrimage, were pastime.” | 
Which Ihave much atheart. [Exit SERVANT, R. ] 
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Count. In the fresh prime of youth, and bloom 
of womanhood. 
Duke. A well-proportion’d form, and noble pres- 
ence ?. 
Count. True. 
Duke. Then her wit? Her wit is admirable ! 
Count. There is a passing shrillness in her voice. 
_ Duke. Has she not wit? 
Count. A sharp-edged tongue, I own; 
But uses it as bravos do their swords— 
Not for defense, but mischief. Then her gentle- 
ness ! 


- 


Duke. Aye, there you touch'me ! 
she be prouder 
Than the vexed ocean at its topmost height, 


Yet, though 


| And every breeze will chafe her to a storm, 


I love her still the better. Some prefer 
Smoothly o’er an unwrinkled sea to glide ; 
Others to ride the cloud-aspiring waves, 
And hear, amid the rending tackle’s rogr, 
The spirit of an equinoctial gale. - 
What thdugh a patient and enduring lover— 
Like a tame-spaniel, that, with crouching eye, 
Meets buffets and caresses—I have ta’en 

With pumbie thanks her kindness oe ~ her. 


scom: 
Yet, when I am her husband, she shall feel, 
I was not born to be a woman’s slave ! [Orasses x L. 
Can you-be secret? 
Count.. You have found me so 
In matters of some moment. 
Duke. Listen, then: 
‘‘T have prepared a penance for her pride, 
‘To which a cell and sackcloth, and the toils 


As yet she knows me, as F truly am : 

The Duke Aranza: in which character 

I have fed high her proud and soaring fancy 

With the description of my states an fortunes, 
My princely mansions, my delicious gardens, 

My carriages, my servants and my pomp. ~ 

Now mark the contrast! In the very height | 
And fullest pride of her ambitious hopes, =, 

I take her to a miserable hut | 
(All things are well digested for the re 
Where, throwing off the title of a duke, | 
I will appear to her a low-born peasant. 

There, with coarse raiment, household drudgery, 
Laborious exercise and cooling viands, 

I will so lower her distempered blood, 

And tame the devil in her, that, before 

We have burnt out our happy honeymoon, 

She, like a well-train’d hawk, shall, at my whistle, 
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Fearful misleads the traveler) from the point A thing so closely packed with her own pride, 
Where live her warmest wishes, that are breathed | She has no room for any thought of him f. 
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2 THE HONEYMOON. [Act I, Soene 1 i 
= + 
Quit her high flights, and perch upon my finger, | But that wears out in time—there fails the simile. 
To wait my bidding. oe rR. |Next I bethought me of a water-mill: re 
Count. Most excellent! A plot of rare inven-| But that stands still on Sundays ; v4 
_ tion. Woman’s tongue needs no reviving Sabbath. {3 
Duke. “ When, with a bold hand, I have weeded | And, besides, ; 
out A mill, to give it motion, waits for-grist; } 
“The Fak growth of her pride, she’ll be a garden | Now, whether she has aught to say or no, r4 
‘¢ Lovely in blossom, rich in fruit; till then, 1A woman’s tongue will go for exercise. ; 
| ‘¢ An unpruned wilderness.” But to your business. | In short, I came to this conclusion: ; 
How thrives your suit with her fair sister, count? | Most earthly things have their similitudes, $ 
Count. ‘The best advancement I can boast of| But woman's tongue is yet incomparable. : 
in it Was’t not the duke that left you ? $ 
Is, that it goes not backward. She’s a riddle Count. ’T was. if 
Which he that solved the Sphinx’s would die| Rol. He saw me, Be 
guessing. And hurried off! 3 
If I but mention love, she starts away, Count. Aye! ’Twas most wise in him ; 
And wards the subject off with so much skill, To shun the bitter flowing of your gall. i 
That, whether she be hurt or tickled most, — You know he’s on the brink of matrimony. i 
Her looks leave doubtful. Yet I fondly think Rol. Why, now, in reason, what can he expect, 
She keeps me (as the plover from her nest To marry such a woman— 
| 
| 
| 
: 


right, 
Enter R I have a sneaking kindness for the sex ; 
ner KOLANDO, L. And could I meet a reasonable woman, 
Count. Signor Rolando, you seem melancholy. | Fair without vanity, rich without pr ide, 
Rol. As an old cat in the mumps. I met three} Discreet, though witty, learn’d, yet very humble, 


For me in secret. Why, she ne’er threw a word of kindness at him, 
Duke. You've her father’s voice ? But when she quarrel’d with her monkey. Then, 
Count. Yes; aud we have concerted that this| As he with nightly minstrelsy doled out 

evening, A lying ballad to her peerless beauty | 

Instead of Friar Dominick, her.confessor, Unto his wining lute, and, at each turn, 4 
Who from his pious office is disabled . Sigh’d like a pavior, the kind lady, sir, } 

| By sudden sickness, I should visit her, Would lift the casement up—to laugh at him, _ | 

| And, as her mind’s physician, feel the pulse And vanish like.a shooting star; whilst. he, if 

| Of her affection. Like an astronomer in an eclipse, t 

| Duke. May you quickly find Stood gazing on the spot whence she departed— 

; Her love to you the worst of her offenses ! Then, stealing home, went supperless to bed, | 

| For then her absolution will be certain. And fed all night upon her 2 plac ee 

Farewell! I see Rolando. Now, rather than espouse a t ae this, 

He is a common railer against women, I’d wed a bear that never learn Hoidauce, s 

And, on my wedding-day, I will hear none Though her first hug were. mortal. 

| Blaspheme the sex. Besides, as once he failed Count. Peace, Rolando! 
| In the same suit that I have thriven in, You rail at women as priests cry down pleasure— 
| 'Twill look like triumph. ’Tis a grievous pity Who, for the penance which they do their tongues, 

He follows them with such a settled spleen— Give ample license to their appetites. - , 

For he has noble qualities. ‘‘Come, come, however you may mask your na- 

~ Count. Most rare ones— ture 

A happy wit and independent spirit. “ T know the secret pulses of your heart 
Duke. And he is brave, too. ‘Beat towards them still.” A woman-hater: 
Count. Of as tried a courage Pshaw ! 

As ever walk’d up to the roaring throats A young and handsome fellow, and a brave one— 

Of a deep-ran nae artillery, and planted, Rol. Go on. 

| ’Midst fire and smoke, upon an enemy’s wall, Count. Had 1 a sister, mother—nay, grandam— 

The standard of his country. I'd no more trust her in a corner with thee, 
Duke. Farewell, count. Than cream within the whiskers of a cat. 

Count. Success attend your schemes ! Rol. Right! I should beat her. You are very 
Duke. Fortune crown yours! [Brit R. 


women— That has no ear for flattery, no tongue 
I marvel much they suffer them to walk For scandal; one who never reads Tomances : 
Loose in the streets, whilst other untamed mon- | Who loves to listen better than to talk, =: 
sters And rather than be gadding would sit quiet, 
Are kept in cages—three loud-talking women! j|J’d marry, certainly. You shal] find two sueb, 
They were discoursing of the newest fashions, And we'll both wed together. 
And their tongues.went like— I have since been| Count. You are merry. 
thinking Where shall we dine together ? 
What most that active member of a woman Rol. Not to-day. | 
Of mortal things resembles. ‘| Count. Nay, I insist. 
Count. Have you found it? Rol. Where.shall I meet you, then? 
Rol. Umph! Not exactly—something like a| Count. Here, at the Mermaid. 
smoke-jack ; Rol. I don’t like the sign ; , 
For it goes ever without winding up: A mermaid is half woman. ‘S 


———— 
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Act I, Scone 2.] THE HONEYMOON. 
_ Count. Pshaw, Rolando ! Abundance here of—women; keep aloof! 
You strain this humor beyond sense or measure. |For they are like the smooth but brittle ice, 
Rol. Well, on condition that we’re very private, | That tempts the upracticed urchin to his ruin. 
And that we drink no toast that’s feminine, They are like comets, to be wonder’d at, 
Tl] waste some time with you. But not approach’d : 
Count. Agreed. Go not within their reach ! [Exit R. 
bse Zam. Doubt me not, sir. 
Enter ZAMORA, L., disguised as EUGENIO. | what a hard fate is mine! To follow thus 
Rol. Go on, then ; With love a gentleman that scorns my sex, 


I will but give directions to my page, 
And follow you. 
Count. A pretty, smooth-faced boy ! 


Rol. The lad is handsome; and for one so/Or other glorious dame, or some rare virgin, 


young— 
Save that his heart would flutter at a drum, 


And he would rather eat his sword than draw it—| He praises the invention of the writer ; 


He is the noblest youth in Christendom. 
When, before Tunis, 
I got well scratch’d for leaping on the walls 
Too nimbly, that same boy attended me. 
’T would bring an honest tear into thine eye 
To tell-thee how, for ten days, without sleep, 
And almost nourishment, he waited on me— 
Cheer’d the dull time by reading merry tales; 
And when my festering body smarted most, 
Sweeter than a fond mother’s lullaby 
Over her peevish child he sung to me, 
That the soft cadence.of his dying tones 
Dropp’d like an oily balsam on my wounds, 
And breathed a healing influence throughout me. 
But this is womanish! Order our dinner, 
And [ll be with you presently. 

Count. I will not fail. | 

[Exit COUNT, R. ZAMORA comes forward, L. 
Rol. ‘The wars are ended, boy. 
Zam. I'm giad of that, sir. 


Rol. You should be sorry, if you love your master. | On such occasions women claim some grace. 


Zam. Then I am very sorry. 

Rol.- We must part, boy ! 
- Zam. Part? 

Rol. I am serious. 

- Zam. Nay, you cannot mean it. 
Have I been idle, sir, or negligent ? 
Saucy I’m sure I have not. If aught else, 
It is my first fault: chide me gently for it— 
Nay, heavily; but do not say we part! ; 
Rol. I’m a disbanded soldier, without pay ; 

Fit only now, with rusty swords and helmets, 
To hang up in the armory till the wars 
New burnish me again; so poor, indeed, 
T can but leanly cater for myself, 
‘Much less provide for thee. 

Zam. Let not that 
Divide us, sir; the thought of how I fared 
Never yet troubled me, and shall not now. 
‘‘ Indeed, I never followed you for hire, 
‘‘ But for the simple and the pure delight 
‘Of serving such a master.” If we must part, 
Let me wear out my service by degrees ; 
To-day omit some sweet and sacred duty, 
Some dearer one to-morrow ; slowly thus 
My nature may be wean’d from her delight: 
But suddenly to quit you, sir—I cannot! 
I should go broken-hearted. a 

Rol. Pshaw, those tears ! 
Well, well, we'll talk of this some other day. 
I dine with Count Montalban, at the Mermaid : 
In the mean time go and amuse yourself 
With what is worthiest note in this famed city. 
But hark, Eugenio! ’Tis a wicked place; | 
Yow!l meet (for they are weeds of every soil) 


a 


3 
3 
| 
f 


And swears no great or noble quality 
Ever yet lived in woman! When I read to him 
The story of Lucretia or of Portia, 


Who, crossed in love, has died—’mid peals of 
laughter 


Or, growing angry, bids me shut the book, 
Nor with such dull lies wear his patience out. 
What opposition has a maid like me 
To turn the headstrong current of his spleen! 
For though he sets off with a lavish tongue 
My humble merits, thinking me a boy, 

Yet, should I stand before his jaundiced sight 
A woman, all that now is fair in me 

Might turn to ugliness ; all that is good 
Appear the smooth gloss of hypocrisy ; 

Yet I must venture the discovery, 
Though ’tis a fearful hazard. This perplexity 
Of hopes and fears makes up too sad a life ; 

I will or lose him quite, or be his wife. [Hit L. 


SCENE IL.—A Room in BALTHAZAR’S House. 


Enter BALTHAZAR and VOLANTE, L. 


Bal. Not yet apparel’d ? 
Vol. ’Tis her wedding-day, sir: 


Bal. How bears she 

The coming of her greatness ? 
Vol. Bravely, sir. 
Instead of the high honors that await her, 
I think that, were she now to be enthroned, 
She would become her coronation : 
For, when she has adjusted some stray lock, 
Or fix’d, at last, some sparkling ornament, 
She views her beauty with collected pride, 
Musters her whole soul in her eyes, and says, 
[ Crosses R. 

‘¢ Look I not like an empress?” But she comes. 

Enter JULIANA, L., in her wedding dress. 

Jul. Well, sir, what think you? Do I to the life 
Appear a duchess, or will people say 
She does but poorly play a part which nature 
Never design’d for her ?—But where’s the duke ? 

Bal. Not come yet. 

Jul. How ? not come ?—the duke not come ? 

Vol. Patience, sweet sister; oft, without a 
murmur, - : 
It has been his delight to wait for you. 

‘Jul. It was his duty. Man was born to wait 
On woman, and attend hef sovereign pleasure ! 
This tardiness upon his wedding-day: 

Is but a sorry sample of obedience. 
Bal. Obedience, girl! 
Jul. Aye, sir, obedience! | 
Vol. Why, what a wire-drawn puppet you will 
make a 
The man you marry. I suppose, ere long, 
You'll choose how often he shall walk abroad 
For recreation ; fix his diet for him ; ye 
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4 THE HONEYMOON. 


Bespeak his clothes, and say on what occasions 
He may put on his finest suit— 
Jul. Proceed. 3 [ Crosses R. 
Vol. Keep all the keys, and when he bids his 
friends, 
Mete out a modicum of wine to each. 
Had you not better put him in a livery 
At once, and let him stand behind your chair ? 
Why, I would rather wed a man of dough, 
Such as some school-girl, when the pie is made, 
To amuse her childish fancy kneads at hazard 
Out of the remnant paste—a paper man, 
Cut by a baby. Heavens preserve me ever 
From that dull blessing—an obedient husband ! 
Jul. And make you an obedient wife !—a thing 
For lordly man to vent his humors on ; 
A dull domestic drudge to be abused. 


“Tf you think so, my dear”--and, “As you| With such a sober brow. Come, come, you jest. 


please ”— 


i 


$+++4 Ss 
[Act II, Scenel. | 


ACT Sis 


SCENE I.—A Cottage. Table and two chairs. 
door on at L. 1 E. 


ae 


Enter the DUKE, leading in JULIANA, L. D. 


Duke. [brings a chair forward, C., and si 
down.| Your are welcome home. . 
-Jul. [crosses R.| Home! You are merry; this 
retired spot 
Would be a palace for an owl! 
Duke. "Tis ours. 
Jul. Aye, for the time we stay in it. 
Duke. By Heaven, 
This is the noble mansion that I spoke of! 
Jul. See ! You are not in earnest, though you 
ear it 
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Duke. Indeed I jest not; were it ours in jest, 


And, ‘“You know best”—even when he nothing | We should have none, wife. 


knows. 
] have no patience—that a free-born woman 
Should sink the high tone of her noble nature 
Down to a slavish whisper, for that compound 
Of frail mortality they call a man, 
And give her charter up to make a tyrant! 
Bal. You talk it most heroically. Pride 
May be a proper bait to catch a lover, 
But trust me, daughter, it will not hold a husband. 
Jul. Leave that to me—and what should I have 
caught, 
If I had fish’d with your humility ? 
Some pert apprentice, or rich citizen, 
Who would have bought me; some poor gentle- 
man, 
Whose high patrician blood would have descended 
To wed a painter’s daughter and—her ducats— 
I felt my value, and still kept aloof, 
Nor stopp’d my eye till I had met the man, 
Pick’d from all Spain, to be my husband, girl ; 
And him I have so managed, that he feels 
I have conferred an honor on his house 
By coyly condescending to be his. [Crosses L. 
Bal. He comes. [Knocking R. 
Vol. Si.ooth your brow, sister. 
Jul. For a man! 
He must be one not made of mortal clay, then. 


Enter four ATTENDANTS, the DuKE following ; | Young, nor ill-fayor’d—should not that content : 


th? \PENNDANTS remain on k. 
Oh! <7on aro come, sir? Ihave waited for you! 
Is this your sollantry ? at such a time, too ? 
Duke. I do ontreat your pardon—if you knew 
The pressing catuse— 

Vol. Let me entreat for him. 

Bal. Come, girl, be kind. 

Jul. Well, sir, you are forgiven. 

Duke. You are all goodness; let me on this 
hand—[ Crosses to her, taking her hand, 
which she withdraws. 

Jul. Not yet, sir—tis a virgin hand as yet, 

And my own property. Forbear awhile, 
And, with this humble person, ’twill be yours. 

Duke. Exquisite modesty! Come, let us on! 

All things are waiting for the ceremony, 
And, till you grace it, Hymen’s wasting torch 


Burns dim and sickly. Come, my Juliana. |I think, to be an honest yeoman’s w 


ul. Are you serious, sir? eee ey | 
Duke. I swear, as I’m your husband, and no 
duke. ‘F 


7 Fr . 

Jul. No duke? ae F 

Duke. But of my own creation, lady. : - 
4 


Jul. Am I betrayed. Nay, do not play the fool! 
It is too keen a joke. wn 

Duke. Yow ll find it true. 

Jul. You are no duke, then? 

Duke. None. 

Jul. nd Have I been cozened ? ~ oo 
[Aloud.] And have you no estate, sir— \s 
No palaces, nor houses ? 

Duke. None but this— 
A small snug dwelling, and in good repair. - | 

Jul. Nor money, nor effects ? i 

Duke. None that I know of. aoe 

Jul. And the attendants who have waited on 

us— — 

Duke. They were my friends, who, having 

done my business, “4 
Are gone about their own. 

Jul. [aside.| Why, then, ’tis clear. . we 
That I mes ever born! [Aloud.] What are you, 

sir Lae 

Duke. [rises.] I am an honest man—that may 

content you. sy 


1 * s 
if 1 q 


you ? an 
I am your husband, and that must content you. 


Duke. You are at home already. [Staying her. 


Jul. And I will have attendance! 


ye 


‘| 
« 
y 
‘ 


When you have learnt to wait Tes If. 
Jul. To wait upon myself! Must I bear this? |: 
I could tear out my eyes, that bade you wo ae 13 


ST 


And bite my tongue in two for saying yes! 


= on 
é 


Crosses R. | 
Duke. And if you should, cron again. } 
ce) Ser pee 


[DuKE offers JULIANA his hand, she refuses | (For such, my would-beduchess, you will indme,) : 


and crosses R. BALTHAZAR bowing to the DuKe | You were cut out by nature. - 


passes him, and leads JULIANA off; DUKE 
goes next, ATTENDANTS follow, lively music. 
Hxeunt R. 
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Jul. You will find, then, = 
That education, sir, has spoilt me for: 


Why ! do you think I'll work ? Ne 1Or 1b. — 
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Dike. I think ’twill happen, wife. 
Jul. What! Rub and scrub 
Your noble palace clean ? 
Duke. Those taper fingers 
Will do it daintily. 
Jul. And dress your victuals 
(If there be any)? Oh! Icould go mad! 
| [ Crosses L.- 


caps neatly ; 
Wait, like an echo, till you’re spoken to— 
Jul. Or, like a clock, talk only once an hour ? 
Duke. Or like a dial ; for that quietly 
Performs its work, and never speaks at all. 


monstrous! 
And when I stir abroad, on great occasions, 
Carry a squeaking tithe pig to the vicar ; 
Or jolt with higglers’ wives the market trot, 
To sell your eggs and better ! [ Crosses L. 
Duke. Excellent ! 
How well you sum the duties of a wife ! 
Why, what a. blessing I shal? have in you! 
Jul. A blessing ! 
Duke. When they talk of you and me, 


= Gas 


= 
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We shall be happy ! 
Jul. Shall we? . 
Duke. Wondrous happy ! 
Oh, you will make an admirable wife ! 
Jul. I'll make a devil. 
Duke. What? 
Jul. A very devil. 
Duke. Ob, no! We'll have no devils. 
Jul. V1 not bear it! 
| Tl) to my fathers— 
Duke. Gently: you forget 
You are a perfect stranger to the road. 
Jul. My wrongs will find a way, or make one. 
Duke. Softly ! 
| You stir not hence, except to take the air; 
And then I'll breathe it with you. 
Jul. What, confine me ? 
Duke. T would be unsafe to trust you yet abroad. 
Jul. Am I a truant schoolboy ? 
Duke. Nay, not so; 
i But you must keep vour bounds. 
Jul. And if I break them 
Perhaps you'll beat me ? 
Duke. Beat you! 
The man that lays his hand upon a woman, 
Save in the way of kindness, is a wretch 
Whom ’twere gross flattery to name a coward— 
I'll talk to you, lady, but not beat you. 
Jul. Well; if I may not travel to my father, 
T may write to him, surely! And I will— 
If I can meet, within your spacious dukedom, 
Three such unhoped-for miracles at once, 
As pens, and ink, and paper. 
Duke. You will find them 
In the next room. A word before you go— 
You are my wife, by every tie that’s sacred ; 
The partner of my fortune and my bed— 
Jul. Your fortune ! , 
Duke. Peace! No fooling, idle woman! 
Beneath the attesting eye of Heaven I’ve sworn 
To love, to honor, cherish and protect you. . 


~ 
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| To fret, and worry and torment each other, 
And give a keener edge to our hard fate 


. De Prevetreescetece 4096664 $666446046 tH OOOSOS oe tt+FFS+s+Hosesoooosere 


Duke. And mend my hose, and darn my night- 


Jul. To feed your poultry and your hogs! Oh, 


Darby and Joan shall no more be remembered— 


No human power can part us. What remains, 
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By sharp upbraidin ngs and perpetual jars ? 
Or, like a loving and a patient pair 

(Waked from a dream of grandeur, to depend 
Upon their daily labor for support), 

To soothe the taste of fortune’s lowliness 

With sweet consent, and mutual fond endearment? 
Now to your chamber—vwrite whate’er you please ; 


But pause before you stain the spotless paper 
With words that may inflame, but cannot heal! 


Jul, Why, what a patient worm you take me for! 
Duke. I took you for a wife; and, ere I’ve done, 
Y’ll know you for a good one. 
Jul. You shall know me — 
For a right woman, full of her own sex; 
Who, when she suffers wrong, will speak her anger ; 
Who feels her own prerogative, and scorns, 
By the proud reason of superior man, 
To be taught patience when her swelling heart 
Cries out revenge ! [ Hxtt Cc. D. 
Duke. Why, let the flood rage on! 
There is no.tide in woman’s wildest passion 
But hath an ebb. I’ve broke the ice, however. 
Write to her father! She may write a folio— 
But if she send it! Twill divert her spleen— 
The flow of ink may save her blood-letting. 
Perchance she may have fits! ‘They are seldom 
- mortal, 
Save when the doctor’s sent for. 
Though I ee heard some husbands say, and 
wisely, 
A woman’s honor is her safest guard, 
Yet there’s some virtue in a lock and key. 
[Locks the door. 
So, thus begins our honeymoon. ’Tis well! 
For the first fortnight ruder than March winds, 
She’ll blow a hurricane. The next, perhaps, 
Like April she may wear a changeful face 
Of storm and sunshine; and, when that is past, 
She will break glorious as unclouded May; 
And where the thorns grew bare, the spreading 
blossoms 
Meet with no laggard frost to kill their sweetness. 
Whilst others, for a month’s delirious joy, 
Buy a dull age of penance, we, more wisely, 
Taste first the wholesome bitter of the cup, 
That after to the very lees shall relish, 
And to the close of this frail life prolong 
The pure delights of a well-governed marriage. 
. (Exit x. 
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ScENE II.—BALTHAZAR’S House. 3 
Enter BALTHAZAR, followed by the Count, dis- : 
+: 

>- 

- 

H 


guised us a Friar, R. 


Bal. These things premised, you have my full 
consent 
To try my daughter's ‘humor ; 
But observe me, sir! 
I will use no compulsion with my child : 
If I had tendered thus her sister Zamora, 
I should not now have mourned a daughter lost ! 


Enter VOLANTE, L. 


Vol. What is your pleasure? 
Bal. Know this holy man; 
[Introducing the Counr to her. | 

It is the father confeswr I spoke of. 
Though he looks young, in all things which respect 
His sacred function he is econ learned. 

Vol. joe It is the count 

Bal. 


leave you to his guidance: [Crosses R. E 
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To his examination and free censure tempted to gain the affections of his mistress by | 
Commit your actions and your private thoughts. | discovering her faults. Now if you had found out 
Vol. Ishall observe, sir— [Exit BALTHAZAR, R.| more virtues in my mind than there will ever. be 
[Aside.] Nay, 'tis he, I'll swear! | room for, and more charms in my person than ever | 
Count. {aside.] Pray Heaven she don’t suspect | my looking-glass can create, why, then indeed— | 
me! [Aloud.] Well, young lady, you have heard! Count. What then? | 


your father’s commands ? Vol. Then I might have confessed what it’s now | 
Vol. Yes; and now he has left us alone, what|impossible I can ever confess; and so farewell, 

are we to do? my noble count confessor! — [Both | 
Count. I am to listen, and you are to confess. Count. Farewell ! : | 


Vol. What! And then you are to confess, and; And when I’ve hit upon the longitude, 
lam to listen? [Aside.] Oh, I'll take care you| And plumbed the yet unfathomed ocean, 


shall do penance, though. Yll make another venture for thy love. 
Count. Pshaw ! Here comes her father. [11 be fooled no longer. 
Vol. Well, but what am IJ to confess ? Enter BALTHAZAR, R. | 
Count. Your sins, daughter; your sins. Bal. Well, sir, how thrive you? i 
Vol. What ! all of them? Count. E’en as I deserve: : 
-Count. Only the great ones. Your daughter has discovered, mock’d at, and | 
Vol. The great ones! Oh, you must learn those left me. 


Bal. Yet I’ve another scheme. 

Count. What is’t? 

Bal. My daughter, 
Being a lover of my @rt, of late | 
Has vehemently urged to see your portrait; 
Which, now ’tis finish’d, I stand pledged she shall. 
Go to the picture-room—and stand there con 

Count. Nay, lady, this is trifling; I am in haste. ceal’d : ‘g 

Vol. In haste! Then suppose I confess my vir-; Here is the key. I'll send my daughter straight; 
tues? You shall have the catalogue of them in a/| And if, as we suspect, her heart leans tow’rds you, ; 


of my neighbors, whose business it is, like yours, 
to confess everybody’s sins but their own. If now 
you would be content with a few trifling pecca- 
dilloes, I would own them to you with all the 
frankness of an author, who gives his reader the 
palty errata of the press, but leaves him to find 
out all the capital blunders of the work itself. 


a 


single breath. In some unguarded gesture, speech, or action, 
- Count. Nay, then I must call your father. Her love will suddenly: break out. Away! 
Vol. Why, then, to be serious: If you will tell [COUNT crosses R. 
me of any very enormous offenses which I may|I hear her coming. | 
have lately committed, I shall have no objection; Cownt. There’s some hope in this. : 
in the world to acknowledge them to you. Bal. It sball do wonders. Hence! ; 
Count. It is publicly reported, daughter, you| | [Bzit COUNT, RB. | 
are in love. Enter VOLANTE, L. <4 
Vol. [aside.] So, so! Are you there? | Aloud.]| Vol. What, is he gone, sir? " “9 
That I am in love? Bal. Gone! .D’ye think the man is made.of : 
Count. With a man— marble ? | 


Vol. Why, what should a woman be in love with? | Yes, he is gone. 
Count. You interrupt me, lady. A young man.| Vol. Forever? 
Vol. I’m not in love with an old one, certainly.| Bal. Aye, forever. 


But is love a crime, father? : Vol. Alas, poor count! Or has he only left you 
Count. Heaven forbid ! To study some new character? Pray, tell me, 
Vol. Why, then, you have nothing to do with it. | What will he next appear in ? 

Count. Aye, but the concealing it is a crime. Bal. This is folly. : | 
Vol. Oh, the concealing it is a crime? . ’Tis time to call your wanton spirits home— 
Count. Of the first magnitude. You are too wild of speech. 
Vol. Why, then, I confess— | Vol. My thoughts are free, sir; 
Count. Well, what ? And those I utter— | 
Vol. That the Count Montalban— Bal. Far too quickly, girl; 
Count. Go on! . Your shrewdness is a scarecrow to your beauty. 
Vol. Is— Vol. It will fright none but fools, sir; men of 

| Count. Proceed ! - |sense must naturally admire in us the the quality | 
Vol. Desperately in love with me! _ |they most value in themselves; a blockhead only | 
Count. Pshaw! That’s not the point! protests against the wit of a woman, because he 
Vol. Well, well, I’m comimg to it: and not be-| cannot answer her drafts upon his understanding. 


ing able in his own person to learn the state of my | But now we talk of the count, don’t you remem- | 
affections, has taken the benefit of clergy, and as-| ber your promise, sir ? | 
sumed the disguise of a friar. Bal. {aside.] Umph! [Aloud.] What promise, 
Count. Discovered ! girl? | 
Vol. Ha, ha, ha! “You are but a young mas-| Vol. That I should see your picture of him. 
querader, or you wouldn’t have left your vizor at} Bal. So you shall, when you can treat the origi- | 
home. Come, come, count, pull off your lion’s} nal with a little more respect. 
apparel, and confess yourself an ass. Vol. Nay, sir, a promise ! | 
| 
4 


[CoUNT takes‘ off the friar’s gown. Bal. Well, you'll find the door open. [VOLAN- 

Count. Nay, Volante, hear me! TE crosses R.] But, before you go, tell me hon- 

Vol. Not a step nearer! The snake is still dan-|estly, how do you like the count, his person and 
gerous, though he has cast his skin. I believe|understanding? . oe 

you are the. first lover on record that ever at-; Vol. Why, as to his person, I don’t think he’s 
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Act II, Scene 3.] 


handsome enough to pine himself to death for his 
own shadow—like the youth in the fountain—nor 
yet so ugly as to be frightened to dissolution if he 
should look at himself in a glass. Then, as to his 
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Count. [reads.| ‘‘ He has neither fortune, fam- 
ily, nor friends.” 

Bal. You must have known all this, sir—but 
proceed ! 


understanding, he has hardly wit enough to pass, Count. [reads.] ‘‘ He keeps me a prisoner here, 


f ig taste nor yet so little as to be taken for 
a fool. 
well worth any young woman’s contemplation— 
when she has no better earthly thing to think 
about. [Runs off R. 
Bal. So, the glad bird that flutters from the net, 
Grown wanton with the thought of his escape, 
Flies to the limed bush, and there is caught. 
Til steal and watch their progress. [Evit R. 


ScENE III.—The Picture Room. 


The COUNT discovered concealing himself behind 
his portrait. 


Enter VOLANTE, R. 

Vol. Confess that I love the count! A woman 
may do a more foolish thing than to fall in love 
with such a man, and a wiser one than to tell him 
of it. [Looks at the pene Tis very like him 
—the hair is a shade too dark—and rather too 
much complexion for a despairing enamorato. 
Confess that I love him! Now there is only his 
picture; I'll see if I can’t play tbe confessor a lit- 
tle better than‘he did. [She advances in the centre 
of the stage to speak the following. The CouNnT 
comes from behind the‘ picture and listens.] 
“‘ Daughter, fhey tell me you're in love?” ‘“ Well, 
father, there is no harm in speaking the truth.” 
“With the Count Montalban, daughter?” “ Fa- 
ther, you are not a confessor, but a conjuror!” 
‘They add, moreover, that you have named the 
day for your marriage ?” “‘ There, father, you are 
misinformed ; for, like a discreet maiden, I have 
left that for him to do.” Then he should throw 
off his disguise—I should gaze at him with aston- 
ishment—he should open his arms, whilst I sunk 
gently into them— [The CouNT catches her in 

is arms.) The count! 


| Enter BALTHAZAR, R. U. E. 
My father, too! Nay, then, I am fairly hunted 
into the toil. There, take my band, count, while 
I am free to give it. 
Enter OLMEDO, R., with a letter. 

Olm. A letter, sir. Exit R. 

Bal. From Juliana. [ Opens the letter. 

Vol. [c.) Well, what says she, sir? 

Count. [aside.] This will spoil all. 

Vol. It bears untoward news: 
Is she not well, sir? 

Bal. [R.] ’Tis not that! 

Vol. What then, sir ? 
See how he knits his brow! 

Bal. Here must be throats cut! 

Vol. What. moves you thus, sir? 
“ Bal. That would stir a statue ! | 
Your friend’s a villain, sir! [Crosses to the COUNT. ] 

Read, read it out— 

And you, if I mistake not, are another! 

Vol. What can this mean ? 

Bal. Peace! bear him read the letter. 

Count. [reads.] ‘‘ Dearest father! I am de- 

ceived, betrayed, insulted ! 

The man whom I have married is no duke !” 

Vol. No duke! 
Bal. Til be revenged! Read, sir—read ! 


re 
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In short, sir, I think: the count is very. 


in a miserable hovel; from whence, unless I am 

speedily rescued by your interference, you may 

never hear more of your forlorn, abused, 
JULIANA.” 

Bal. What answer you to this, sir? 

Count. Nothing. 

Vol. How! 

Bal. ’Tis plain you are a partner in the trick 
That robb’d a doting father of his child. 

Count. Suspend your anger but a few short days, 
And you shall find, though now a mystery 
Involves my friend— 

Bal. A mystery! What mystery ! 

There are no mysteries in honest men; 
What mystery, I say, can solve this conduct ? 
Is he a duke ? 

Count. I cannot answer that. 

Bal. Then he’s a villain ! 

Count. Nay, upon my soul | , 
He means you fairly, honorably, nobly. 

Bal..I will away to-night. Olmedo! Perez! 

Get my horses! 

You have some mystery, too, sir! But, ere I set 
My sole surviving hope on such a hazard, | 
Pll look into your countship’s pedigree ; 
And for your noble, honorable duke, 
I'll travel night and day until I reach him! 
And he shall find I am not yet so old 
But that my blood will flame at such an insult, 
And my sword leap into my grasp. Believe me, 
I will have full revenge! 

Count. You shall. 

Bal. I will, sir! 
And speedily ! ‘ 

Count. Proceed, then, on your journey. 

With your good leave, IJ] bear you company. 
And as the traveler, perplex’d awhile 

In the benighting mazes of a forest, 

Breaks on a champaign country, smooth and level, 
And sees the sun sbine glorious, so shall you, sir, 
Behold a bright close, and a golden end, 

To this now dark adventure. , 

Vol. Go, my father ! | | 

Bal. You speak in riddles, sir; yet you speak 

fairly. 

Count. And, if I speak not truly, may my hope 
In this fair treasure be extinct forever! 

Bal. Then quickly meet us here, prepared for 

travel. 
If, from the cloud that overhangs us now, 
Such light shall break as you have boldly promised, 
My daughter and my blessing still are yours, sir. 

Count. Blest in that word, I quit you. [E£ zit R. 

Bal. Come, girl! [ Crosses R. 
This shall be sifted thoroughly—till then 
You must remain a fresh, ungathered flower. 

Vol. Well, sir, I am not yet so overblown, 

But I may hang some time upon the tree, 
And still be worth the plucking. [Exeunt L. 


[ Crosses R. 


Scene IV.—The Cottage.. Table, chair. 


Enter the DUKE, R., in a peasant’s dress; he un- 
locks the D. in ¥. 
Duke. She hath composed a letter; and, what’s 
- WOTSE, | ' 
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Contrived to send it by a village boy 

That passed the window. Yet she now appears 
Profoundly penitent. It cannot be; 

"Tis a conversion too miraculous. 

Her cold disdain yields with too free a spirit ; 
Like ice, which, melted by unnatural heat— 


_ Not by the gradual and kindly thaw 


Of the resolving elements—give it air, 
Will straight congeal again. She comes—I['ll try her. 


Enter JULIANA, in a peasant’s dress, through D. 
Mm ¥. 
Why, what’s the matter now ? 
Jul. That foolish letter ! 
Duke. What! you repent of having written it? 
Jul. I do indeed. I could cut off my fingers 
For being partners in the act. 
Duke. No matter ; 
You may indite one in-a milder spirit, 
That shall pluck out its sting. 
Jul. 1 can— 
Duke. You must. 
Jul. I can. 
Duke. You shall. 
Jul. I will, if *tis your pleasure. 
Duke. Well replied. 
I now see plainly you have found your wits, 
And are a sober, metamorphosed woman. 
Jul. I am indeed. 
Duke. I know it; I ean read you. 
There is a true contrition in your looks— 
Yours is no penitence in masquerade— 
You are not playing on me? 
Jul. Playing, sir! 
Duke. You have found out the vanity of those 
things | 
For which you lately sighed so deep? 
Jul. I have, sir. 
Duke. A dukedom! Pshaw! It is an idle thing. 
Jul. I have begun to think so. 
Duke. (aside. ) That’s a lie! 
[Aloud.]| Is not this tranquil and retired spot 
More rich in real pleasures than a palace ? 
Jul. J like it infinitely. 
Duke. {aside.] That 's another! 
[Aloud.] The mansion ’s small, ’tis true, but very 
snug. 
Jul. Exceeding snug! 
Duke. The furniture not splendid, 
But then all useful ! 
Jul. All exceeding useful ! 
[ Aside.] There’s not a piece on ’t but serves twenty 
purposes. 
Duke. And though we're seldom plagued by 
visitors, 
We have the best of company—ourselves. 
Nor, whilst our limbs are full of active youth, 
Need we loll in a carriage to provoke 
A lazy circulation of the blood, 
[Takes her arm and walks about. 
When walking is a nobler exercise. 
Jul. More wholesome, too. 
Duke. And far less dangerous. 
Jul. That’s certain ! 
Duke. Then, for servants, all agree 
They are the greatest plagues on earth. 
Jul. No doubt on’t! 
Duke. Who, then, that has a taste for happiness, 
Would live in a large mansion, only fit 
To be‘an habitation for the winds ; 
Keep gilded ornaments for dust and spiders ; 
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See everybody, care for nobody— 
When they could live as we do? 
Jul. Who, indeed ! 
Duke. Here we want nothing. 
Jul. Nothing! Yes, one thing. 
Duke. Indeed! What’s that? 
Jul. You will be angry ! 

Duke. Nay— : 
Not if it be a reasonable thing. : 
Jul. What wants the bird, who, from his wiry 

prison, 

Sings to the passing travelers of air 
A wistful note?—that she were with them, sir! 

Duke. Umph! What, your liberty? [Aside.] 

I see it now. 

Jul. ’Twere a pity in such a paradise 
I should be caged ! 

Duke. Why, whither would you, wife ? 

Jul. Only to taste the freshness of the air, 
That breathes a wholesome spirit from without; 
And weave a chaplet for you, of those flowers 
That throw their pefume through ny window bars, 
And then I will return, sir. 

Duke. You are free; Vk 

[JULIANA crosses L., DUKE takes her R. hand. 

But use your freedom wisely. ap: 

Jul. Doubt me not, sir ! Ug 
[Aside.] I'll use it quickly, too. [Erith — 

Duke. But I do doubt you. hi 
There is a lurking devil in her eye , 
Phat plays at bo-peep there, in spite of her. 
Her anger is but smother’d—not burnt out— 
And ready, give it vent, to blaze again. = 
You have your liberty— > 
But I shall watch you closely, lady, ” 
And see that you abuse it not. 


ae 
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ACT IIIf. 
SCENE I.—An Inn. 
ROLANDO sitting at a table, with wine. Two chairs. 


Rol. ’Sdeath, that a reasonable, thinking man 
Should leave his friend and bottle for a ora i 
Here is the count, now, who, in other matters, — 
Has a true judgment, only seethe his blood 
With a full glass beyond his usual stint, 
And woman like a wildfire runs throughout him. 
Immortal man is but a shuttlecocek 
And wine and women are the battledores ~ 
That keep him going. What! Eugenio! 


Enter ZAMORA, L., as EUGENIO. 


Zam. Your pleasure, sir? 
Rol. I am alone, and wish you to finish thest story 
you began— ma 

It is mournful, yet ’tis pleasing! 
Zam. It was, indeed, a melancholy tale 
From which I learnt it. ~ 
Rol. Lives it with you still ? hE 
ZAM Jats as would an il-remember'd dream, 


[Aside] Yet, “Yet, so far, I remember— Now my 
eart— i. 
Ks loud.|] "T'was of a gentleman—a silat sit, 

fa brave spirit, and his outward 10H + fae 
A frame to set a soulin. He had ap 
Just such a boy as I, a faithful stri 


Who, out of pure alien aud and a 
Follow’d his fortune 
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a: 
+ 
$| Rol. Why, this He may preach tame a howling wilderness ; 
+! Is our own history! : Silence a full-mouth’d battery with snow-balls ; 

i Zam. So far, indeed, Quench fire with oil ; with his repelling breath : 
But not beyond, it bore resemblance, sir. Puff back the northern blast; whistle ’gainst | 
3) For in the sequel (so, sir, the story ran) thunder ; $ 
| Turn’d out to be a woman. These things are feasible. But still a woman + 
Rol. How! a woman ? With the nine parts of speech ! [ Crosses L. $ 
| Zam. Yes, sir, a woman. Count. You know him not. ; 
Rol. Live with him a twelvemonth, Rol. I know the lady... | ? 
And he not find the secret out ? Count. Yet I tell you . 
Zam. 'Twas strange ! ; He has the trick to draw the serpent’s fang, . 
Rol. Strange! 'twas impossible! At the first} And yet not spoil her beauty. od 
blush Rol. Could he discourse with fluent eloquence /¢ 
| A palpable and most transparent lie! More languages than Babel sent abroad, 4 
. Why, if the soldier had been such an ass, The simple rhet’ric of her mother tongue 54 
She had herself betray’d it ! Would pose him presently: ; for woman’s voice + 
Zam. Yet, ’tis said, Sounds like a fiddle in a concert, always $ 
She kept it to her death ; that, oft as love The shrillest, if not the loudest instrument. t 
Would heave the struggling passion to her lips, | But we shall see. + 
Shame set a seal upon them ; thus long time {Exeunt CoUNT and ROLANDO, L. ; 
She nourish’d, in this strife of love and modesty, Zam. He was touch’d, surely, with the piteous |}. 
An inward, slow-consuming martyrdom, tale ; 
Till, in the sight of him her soul most cherished—| Which I deliver’d; and but that the count ; 
Like flow’rs that, on a river’s margin fading Prevented him, would have broken freely out 
| Through lack of moisture, drop into the stream—| Into a full confession of his feeling _ 
So, sinking in his arms, her parting breath Tow’rds such a woman as I painted to him. 
Reveal’d her story. — Why, then, my boy’s habiliments adieu! + 
Rol. You have told it well, boy! Henceforth my woman’s gear—I’}l trust to you. 
| . Zam. ¥ feel it deeply, sir; I knew the lady. [Brit rR. 
| Rol. Knew her! You don’t believe it? i SS $ 
Zam. What regards ScENE II.— The DuKE’s Palace. A state chair c. t 
Her death I will not vouch for; but the rest— ; 
Her hopeless love, her silent patience, Enter CAMPILLO, the DuKE’s Steward, and 
| The struggle ’twixt her passion and her pride— PEDRO, R. 
_ +4! I was a witness to. Indeed, her story Ped. But can no one tell the meaning of this 
 $| Is a most true one. | fancy ? $ 
Rol. She should not have died! Cam. No; ’tis the duke’s pleasure, and that’s |} 
| A wench like this were worth a soldier’s love, enough for us. You shall hear his own words: > 
; And were she living now— ‘For reasons that “ ore hereafter gr age 
cate, it is necessary that Jaquez should, in 
. suntey the COUNT, L. things, at present act as my representative; you 
Zam. [aside.] ’Tis well! | will therefore command my household to obey 
ne [ROLANDO crosses to COUNT. |him as myself, until you hear further from oe 
Count. Strange things have happen’d since we [Signed] ~ ARANZA.” t 
parted, captain ! : Ped. Well, we must wait the upshot. But how 
I must away to-night. bears Jaquez his new dignity ? 
Rol. To-night—and whither? Cum. Like most men in whom sudden fortune 
Count. "Tis yet a secret. Thus much you shall | combats against long-established habit. 4 
know: ' [Laughing without, R.U. 8. |% 
If a short fifty miles you’ll bear me company, Ped. By their merriment, this should be he. | 
You shall see— Cam. Stand aside, and Jet us note him. 
rhe bier ‘ F [Exit PEDRO, L. 
mt. A woman tamed. 
Rol No cmt ! se ‘ Enter JAQUEZ, R. U. E., dressed as the DUKE, |} 
Pll goa hundred! Do I know the lady ? Jollowed by six ATTENDANTS, who tn vain en- |3 
| Count. Whatthink youof ournew-madeduchess?| “eavor to restrain their laughter. $ 
| _ Rol. She? | Jag. Why, you ragamuffins! What d'ye titter |} 
What mortal man has undertaken her ? at? Am I the first great man that has been made |+ 
Perhaps the keeper of the beasts, the fellow off-hand by a tailor? Show your grinders again, $ 
That puts his head into the lion’s mouth, and [ll hang you like onions, fifty on a rope. I $ 
Or else some tiger-tamer to a nabob ! can’t think what they see ridiculous about me, $ 
_ Count. Who but her busband ? except, indeed, that I feel as if I was in armor, |¢ 
Rol. With what weapons ? and my sword has a trick of getting between my 
Count. Words. 7 legs like a monkey’s tail, as if it was determined 
Rol. With words? Why, then, he must invent |to trip up my nobility. And now, villains! don’t 
a: a be | let me see you tip the wink to each other, as I do 
| Which yet the learned have no glimpses of. the honors of my table. If I tell one of my best 
Fasting ‘and fustigation may do something ; stories, don’t any of you laugh before the jest \¢ 
I’ve heard that death will quiet some of them; {comes out, to show that you have heard it before. |¢ 
But words! mere words! cool’d by the breath of|Take care that you don’t call me by my Christian 
man! _ | name, and then pretend it was by accident—that |} 
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(Act IL, Scene2, 


eee 


shall be transportation, at least; and when I drink| Jag. Why, this is swindling—obtaining another 
a health to all friends, don’t fancy that any of you| man’s goods under false pretenses—that is, if.a 
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are of the number. 
Enter PEDRO, L. ee 
Well, sir? j 


Ped. There is a lady without presses vehemently 
to speak to your grace. 

Jaq. A-lady ? 

Ped. Yes, your highness. 

Jaq. Is she young ? 

Ped. Very, your grace! 

Jaq. Handsome ? 

Ped. Beautiful, your highness ! 

Jaq. Send ber in. [Hxit PEDRO, L.}] You may 
retirga. [The ATTENDANYS retire up the stage a 
little.} Vl finish my instructions by and by. 
Young and handsome! Il attend to her business 
An propria persona. Your old and ugly ones I 
shall dispatch by deputy. Now to alarm her with 
my consequence, and then soothe her with my 
condescension: I must appear important—big as 
a country pedagogue when he enters the school- 
room with—ahem! and terrifies. the apple- 
munching urchins with the creaking of his shoes. 
Tl swell like a shirt bleaching in a high wind ; 


— 


kicked down the unhallowed stall of a profane old 
apple-woman. Bring my chairof state! Hush! 
[The ATTENDANTS place the state chair c. 


Enter PEDRO and JULIANA. PEDRO goes to the 
other ATTENDANTS. 


Jul. I come, great duke, for justice! 
Jag. You shall have it. 
Of what do you complain ? 
Jul. My husband, sir. 
Jaq. Vl hang bim instantly! What ’s hisoffense? 
Jul. He has deceived me. | 
Jaq. A very common case; few husbands 
answer their wives’ expectations. | 
Jul. He has abused your grace— 
Jaq. Indeed? If he has done that, he swings 
most loftily. But how, lady, how? 
Jul. Shortly thus, sir: 
Being no better than a Jow-born peasant, 
He has assumed your character and person— 


Enter the DUKE, L. 


Oh, you are here! This is he, my lord. 
| Crosses behind chair to R. 


[Aloud.] Why, fellow, d’ye take this for an ale- 
house, that you enter with such a swagger? 
Know you where you are, sir ? 

Duke. [aside.] The rogue reproves me well! I 

had forgot. : 
[Aloud.} Most humbly I entreat your grace’s 
pardon — | 

For this unusher’d visit ; but the fear 
Of what this wayward woman might allege . 
Beyond the truth— 

Jul. I have spoken naught but truth. 

Duke. Has made me thus unmannerly. 

Jaq. ’Tis well! You might have used more 

ceremony. 

[To JCLIANA.] Proceed. | 

Jul. This man, my lord, as I was saying, 
Passing himself upon my inexperience 
For the right owner of this sumptuous palace, 
Obtained my slow consent to be his wife; _ 
And cheated, by this shameful perfidy, : 
Me of my hopes—my father of his child. 
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and look burly as a Sunday beadle, when he hqs| 


Jag. Indeed! [Aside.] ThenI must tickle him. | 


| Upon that footing! 


woman be a good—that will make a very intricate 
point for the judges. Well, sir, what have you to | 
say in your defense ? 
Duke. I do confess I put this trick upon her; 
And for my transient usurpation 
Of your most noble person, with contrition 
I bow me to the rigor of thelaw. . ~ 
But for the lady, sir, she can’t complain. 
- Jul. How, not complain? To. be thus vilely 
cozen’d, | 
And not complain ! 
Jag. Peace, woman! 
Though Justice be blind, she is not deaf. 
Duke. faside.] He does it to the life! ~ 
[Aloud.] Had not her most exceeding pride been 
doting, | | 
She might have seen the diff’rence, at a glance, 
Between your grace and such a man as I am. 
Jaq. She might have seen that, certainly. Pro- 
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ceed. 

Duke. Nor did I fall so much beneath her sphere, 
Being what I am, as she had soar’d above it, 
Had I been that which I have only feign’d. 

Jag. Yet you deceived hér ? 

Jul. Let him answer that. 

Duke. I did: most men in something cheat 

their wives, : 
Wives gull their husbands; ’tis the course of 
wooing. ‘ 
Now, bating that my title and my fortune 
Were evanescent, in all other things 
I acted like a plain and honest suitor. 
[ told her she was fair, but very proud; 
That she had taste in music, but no voice ; 
That she danced well, yet still might borrow grace 
From such or such a lady. To be brief, 
I praised her for no quality she had not, 
Nor overprized the talents she possess’d ; 
Now, save in what I have before confess’d, 
I challenge her worst spite to answer me, 
Whether, in all attentions which a woman— 
A gentle and a reasonable woman— 
Looks for, I have not to the height fulfill’d, . 
If not outgone, her expectations ? 

Jag. Why, if she has no cause of complaint 
since you Were married— ~ 

Duke. I dare her to the proof on ’t. 

Jaq. [to JoLIANA.] Is it so, woman ? 

Jul..I don’t complain of what has happen’d since; 
The man has made a tolerable husband ; 

But for the monstrous cheat he put upon me 
I claim to be divorced. 

Jag. It cannot be! 

Jul. Cannot, my lord! 

Jag. No. You must live with him. 

_ Jul. Never! 

Duke. Or, if your grace will give me leave— 
We have been wedded yet a few short days— 
Let us wear on a month as man and wife; 

If, at the end on’t, with uplifted hands, 

Morning and ev’ning, and sometimes at noon, 

On bended knees, she doesn’t plead more warmly 

Than e’er she prayed ’gainst stale virginity, 

To keep me for her husband— 
Jul. If T do— 
Duke. Then let her wil! be done, that seeks to 

art us! i. 

Jul. I do implore-your grace to let it stand - 
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Act III, Scene 3.) 


Jag. Humph!. Well, it shall be so! With this 
proviso—that either of you are at liberty to hang 
; yourselves in the mean time. ([Rises. The AT- 
alae remove the chair back, and exeunt 
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Duke We thank your providence. Come, Ju- 
ana. 
. Jul. Well, there’s my hand—a month’s soon 
past, ‘and then— 

I am your humble servant, sir. 

Duke. Forever! 

- Jul. Nay, I'll be hang’d first ! 

Duke. That may do as well. 
Come, you'll think better on“! 

Jul. By all 

Duke. No swearing. 

Jul. No, no—no swearing. 

Duke. We humbly take our leave. 

[Exeunt DUKE and JULIANA, L. 

Jaq. I begin to find, by the strength of my 
nerves, and the steadiness of my countenance, 
that I was certainly intended for a great man; 
| for what more does it require to be a great man, 
than boldly to put on the appearance of it? How 
' many sage politicians are there, who can scarce 
comprehend the mystery of a mouse-trap; valiant 
generals, who wouldn’t attack a bulrush unless 
the wind were in their favor; ; profound lawyers, 
who would make excellent wig-blocks; and skill- 
_ ful physicians, whose knowledge extends no-fur- 
ther than writing death-warrants in Latin=and 
are shining examples—that a man will never want 
' gold in his pocket, who carries plenty of brass in 
his face! It will be rather awkward, to be sure, 
to resign at the end of a month; but, like other 
| great men in office, I must make the most of my 
time, and retire with a good grace, to avoid being 
turned out—as a well-bred dog always walks 
down-stairs when he sees preparations on foot for 
kicking him into the street. [Exit x. 
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Scene TIL.—An Inn. 


aie BALTHAZAR, as having fallen from his horse, 
supported by VOLANTE and the CouUNT, and 
preceded by the HOSTESS, L 


Hostess. This way, this way, ifyou please. Alas, 
| poor gentleman! [Brings a chair.] How do you 
| feel now, sir ? [They set him down. 

Bal. I almost think my brains are where they 

should be— 
Confound the jade !—though they dance merrily 
To their own music. 
Count. Is the surgeon sent for ? 
Hostess. Here he comes, sir. ° 


Enter LAMPEDO, L 


Lam. Is this the gentleman ? | 
[Advances towards BALTHAZAR. 
Bal. I want no surgeon; all my bones are whole. 
Vol. Pray take advice! 
Bal. Well! doctor, I have doubts . 
Whether my soul be shaken from my vey 
Else I am whole. 
Lam. Then you are safe, depend ont; 
Your soul and body are not yet divorced— 
Though, if. they were, we have a remedy. 
Nor have you fracture, sir, simple or compound, 
Yet very feverish! I begin to fear 
Some inward bruise—a very raging pulse! 
We must phlebotomize! 


b65504464464404406640664450600405044 540000008 *? 


> 


USSSA KSRASERSRREERASRAREAREERERREERRERERERRSSEEEERRSERRARREERR SERRE ERASER ERR RRR RRR RRR ai 
ES 


THE HONEYMOON. 


Bal. You won’t! Already 


There is too little blood in these old veins 
To do my cause full justice. 


Lam. Quick and feverish ! 
He must lie down a little; for, as yet, 
His blood and spirits being all in motion, 
There is too great confusion.in the symptoms 
To judge discreetly from. 
Bal. IN not lie down ! 
Vol. Nay, for an hour or so. 
Bal. Well, be it so. : 
Hostess. Vl show you to a chamber—this way, 
this way, if you please. 
[Exeunt all but LAMPEDO, R. 
Lam. "Fis the first patient, save the miller’s 
mare 
And an old lady’ s cat that has the phthisic, 
That I have touched these six weeks. 
Well, good hostess! 
Re-enter HOSTESS, R. 
How fares your guest ? 
Hostess. He must not go to-night ! 
Lam. No;.nor to-morrow—- 
Hostess. Nor the next day, neither ! 
Lam. Leavo that to me. 
Hostess. He has no hurt, I fear ? 
Lam. None. But, as you are his cook and ’m 
his doctor— 
Such things may happen—you must make him.ill, 
And I must keep him so—for, to say truth, 
Tis the first biped customer I’ve handled 
This many a day; they fall but slowly in— 
Like the subscribers to my work on fevers. 
Hostess. Hard times indeed! No business stir- 
ring my way. 
Lam. So I should guess, from your appearance; ; 
hostess— . 
You look as if, for lack of company, 
You were obliged to eat up your whole larder. 
Hostess. Alas! ’tis so— 
Yet I contrive to keep riy spirits up. 
Lam. Yes; and your flesh, too. Look at me! 
Hostess. Why, truly, | 
You look half starved. i 
Lam. Half starved! I wish yov'"d tell me’ 
Which half of me is fed. I show more points ~ 
Than an old horse that has been three weeks 
pounded— . 
‘Yet 1 do all to tempt them into sickness. 
‘‘Have I notin the jaws of bankruptcy, =—s_— 
‘¢ And to the desolation of my person, 
‘‘ Painted my shop, that it looks like a rainbow ? 
“‘ New double-gilt my pestle and my mortar, 
“That some, at a distance, take it for the sun ? 
“ And blazed in flaming letters o’er my door, 
‘‘ Each one a glorious constellation, 
‘Surgeon, Apothecary, Accoucheur 


‘| “ (For midwife is grown vulgar) ? Yet they ail not. 


‘‘ Phials and gallipots still keep their ranks, 

“ As if there was no cordial virtue in them. 

“ The healing chime of pulverizing drugs 

“They shun as twere a tolling bell, or death- 
watch. 

‘‘T never give a dose, or set a limb !” 

But come, we must devise, we must devise 

How to make much of. this same guest, sweet 


oot gt at 


hostess. 
j earns You know I always make the most of 
~ them. 
suai rs like an penne tapstress! Come, 
let’s in— epee 
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| (For, like a nest of new-waked rooklings, hostess, 


| Whom not a swelling lip, or wrinkled brow, 


| 
| Or, what’s more hard to parry, the warm close 
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And whilst I soothe my bowels with an omelette 


They caw for provender), and take a glass 

Of thy Falernian—we will think of means; 

For though to cure men be beyond our skill, 

Tis hard, indeed, if we can’t keep them ill. 
[Exeunt R. 


| Enter the DUK®, bringing in JULIANA, L. D. 


Duke. Nay, no resistance! Fora month, at least, 
I am your husband. : 
Jul. True! And what’s a husband ? 
Duke. [puts her over to the R.| Why, as some. 
wives would metamorphose hin, 
A very miserable ass indeed! 
‘¢ Mere fuller’s earth, to bleach their spotted credit; 
‘¢ A blotting paper, to drink up their stains !”: 
Jul. True, there are many such. 
Duke. And there are men 


Or the loud rattle of a woman’s tongue— 


| Of lips, that from the inmost heart of man 
Plucks out his stern resolves—can move one jot - 
From the determined purpose of his soul, 

Or stir an inch from his prerogative. 


Ere it be long, you'll dream of such a man. 


Jul. Where, waking, shall I see him ? 
Duke, Look on me! 
Come, to your chamber ! 
Jul. I won’t be confined ! 
Duke. Won't! Say you so? 
Jul. Well, then, I do request 
You won’t confine me. 
Duke. You'll leave me? 
Jul. No indeed! 
As there is truth in language, on my soul 
I will not leave you! 
Duke. You've deceived me once. 
Jul. And therefore do not merit to be trusted, 
T do confess it; but, by all that’s sacred, 
Give me my liberty, and I will be 
A patient, drudging, most obedient wife! 
Duke. Yes; but a grumbling one? 
Jul. No; on my honor, 
I will do all you ask ere you have said it. 
_ Duke. And with no secret murmur of your spirit? 
Jul. With none, believe me! 
Duke. Have a care! 


| For if I catch you on the wing again, 


Vl clip you closer than a garden hawk, 

And put you in a cage where daylight comes not; 

Where you may fret your pride against the bars, 

Until your heart break. [Knocking at the door.] 
See who’s at the door. 

[ She goes and opens it. 

| Enter LOPEZ, L. D. 
My neighbor Lopez! Welcome, sir. My wife! 
[Introducing her. 

[To JuLIANA.] A chair! © [She brings a chair to 
LOPEZ, and throws it down, L.] Your par- 
don—youw’ll excuse her, sir— ; 

A little awkward, but exceeding willing. 

One for your husband! [She brings another chair, 
and is going to throw it down, as before ; but 
the DUKE looking steadfastly at her, she de- 
sists, and places it gently by him. 

Pray be seated, neighbor! 

Now you may serve yourself. 


[Act IL, Scene 4. 4 


Jul. I thank you, sir, 
I’d rather stand. 

Duke. V’'d rather you should sit. 

Jul. If you will have itso. [Aside.] Would I 
were dead! [She brings a chair and sits } 
down, R. ; 

Duke. Though, now I think again, ’tis fit you 
stand, 


Scenz IV.—The Cottage; « table and three chairs. |That you may be more free to serve our guest. ” 


Jul. Even as you command ! [ Rises> 
Duke. {to Loprz.] You will eat something? 
Lopez. Not a morsel, thank ye. 
Duke. Then you will drink—a glass of wine, at 
least ? | 
Lopez. Well, I am warm with walking, and 
care not if I do taste your liquor- | 
Duke. You have some wine, wife? | 
Jul. [aside.| I must e’en submit. [ vit R. 
Duke. This visit, sir, is kind and neighborly. 
Lopez. I came to ask a favor of you. We have 
to-day a sort of merry-making on the green hard 


i by—’twere too much to call it a dance—and, as 
you are a stranger here— | 


Duke. Your patience for a moment. 
Re-enter JULIANA, with a horn of liquor, BR. 

Duke. [taking it.| What have we here? . 3 

Jul. ’Tis wine—you called for wine! 

Duke. And did I bid you bring it in a nut-shell? 

Lopez. Nay, there is plenty ! 

Duke. I can’t suffer it. 

[To Loprz.] You must excuse me. When friends 

drink with us, 

’Tis usual, love, to bring it in a jug, 

Or else they may suspect we grudge our liquor. 
Jul. I shall remember. Exit R. 
Lopez. J am ashamed to give so much trouble. 
Duke. No trouble; she must learn her duty, 

Sir. 

I’m only sorry you should be kept waiting. 

But you were speaking— b4 
Lopez. As I was saying, it being the conclusion 
of our vintage, we have assembled the lads an 
lasses of the vilage— | 

Re-enter JULIANA, R. 

Duke. Now we shall do! 

Why, what the devil’s this? 

Jul. Wine, sir. 

Duke. This wine? ’Tis foul as ditch-water! 
Did you shake the cask ? ea 

Jul. [aside.] What shall I say? [Aloud.] Yes, |} 

sir. 

Duke. You did? 

Jul. I did. 

Duke. I thought so! h 
Why, do you think, my love, that wine is physic, |} 
That must be shook before ’tis swallowed ? 
Come, try again! 

‘Jul. Vil go no more ! 

[ Puts down the wine on the ground. 

Duke. You won't ? ae 

Jul. I won't. [Showing the key. \+ 

Duke. You won't? Ve 
You had forgot yourself, my love. 

Jul. Well, I obey! | 

[ Takes up the wine, and exit R. 

Duke. Was ever man so plagued ? 

‘* You have a wife, no doubt, of more experience, 

‘¢ Who would not, by her awkwardness, disgrace 

‘‘ Her husband thus. This’tisto marry 

‘¢ An inexperienced girl !” : ah 

I’m ashamed to try your patience, sir;  -—S 


oe 
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Act IY. Scene 1.) THE HONEYMOON. 13 


But women, like watches, must be set The man’s as well as I am—have some mercy— 


2 nw ee ee 


With care to make them go well. 
Enter JULIANA, R. 


Aye, this looks well! [Pouring it out. 

Jul. The heavens be praised ! 

_ Duke. Come, sir, your judgment ? 

Lopez. Tis excellent! But, as I was saying, 
to-day we have some country pastimes on the 
green. Will it please you both to join our simple 
recreations ? 

Duke. We will attend you. Come, renew your 
draught, sir! 

Lopez. We shall expect you presently; till 
then, good even, sir! 

Duke. Good even, neighbor. [zit Lopez, L. 
To JULIANA.|] Go and make you ready. 

Jul. I take no pleasure in these rural sports. 

Duke. Then you shall go to please your hus- 

. band. Hold! 

Vl have no glittering gewgaws stuck about you, 
‘To stretch the gaping eyes of idiot wonder, 
Aud make men stare upon a piece of earth 
As on the star-twrought firmament; ‘no feathers 
‘To wave as streamers to your vanity, 
‘Nor cumbrous silk, that, with its rustling sound, 
‘‘ Makes proud the flesh that bears it.” She’s 

adorned 
Amply, that in her husband’s eye looks lovely— 
The truest mirror that an honest wife 
Can see her beauty in! 

Jul. I shall observe, sir. 

Duke. I should like to see you in the dress 
T last presented you. 

Jul. The blue one, sir? 

Duke. No, love, the white. Thus modestly at- 

tired 


An half-blown rose stuck in thy braided hair, 
With no more diamonds than those eyes are made 


of, . 
No deeper rubies than compose thy lips, 
Nor pearls more precious than inhabit them, 
With the mre red and white, which that same 
~ Han 
Which blends the rainbow mingles in thy cheeks, 
This well proportioned form (think not I flatter), 
In graceful motion to harmonious sounds, 
And thy free tresses dancing in the wind, 
Thouw'lt fix as much observance as chaste dames 
Can meet without a blush. 
| [Exit JULIANA, D. in F. 
Til trust her with these bumpkins. There no 
coxcomb 


AD 


He hath been here almost three weeks already. 
Hostess. Well, then, a week ? a 
Lam. We may detain him a week. 


Enter BALTHAZAR, behind, fron D. in F., R-, in his 
night-gown, with a drawn sword. 


You talk now like a reasonable hostess, 
That sometimes has a reck’ning—with her con- 


science. | 

Hostess. He still believes he has an inward 
bruise. 

see I would to Heaven he had! Or that he’d 
slipt 


His shoulder blade, or broke a leg or two 

(Not that I bear his person any malice), 

Or lux’d an arm, or even sprain’d his ankle! — 
Hostess. Aye, broken anything except his neck. 
Lam. However, for a week I’) manage him, 

Though he has the constitution of a horse— 

A farrier should prescribe for nim! 

Bal. {aside.| A farrier! | 

Lam. To-morrow we phlebotomize again ; 

Next day my new-invented patent draught— 

Then I have some pills prepared. 

On Thursday we throw in the bark; on Friday— 
Bal. (coming forward, c.] Well, sir, on Friday 

—what on Friday? Come, | 

Proceed ! 7 : 
Lam. Discovered ! ; 3 
Hostess. [they fall on their knees.] Mercy, nobl 

sir ! 


_ Lam. We crave your mercy ! — 
Bal. On your knees? ’Tis well! 
Pray, for your time is short. 
Hostess. Nay, do not kill us! 
Bal. You have been tried, condemned, and only 
wait | 

For execution. Which shall I begin with ? 

Lam. The lady, by all means, sir! 

Bal. (to the Hosttss.] Come, prepare ! 

Hostess. Have pity on the weakness of my sex! 

Bal. ae me, thou quaking mountain of gross 
es ) . : : 

Tell me, and in a breath, how many poisons— 

If you attempt it! [To LAMPEDO, who is endeav- 
oring to make off, L.]|—you have cooked up 
for me ? 

Hostess. None, as I hope for mercy ! 
Bal. Is not thy wine a poison ? 


"Tis not, I own, of the first quality : 


Shall buzz his fulsome praises in her ear, 

And swear she has in all things, save myself, 

A most especial taste. No meddling gossip 
“‘(Who, having claw’d or cuddled into bondage 
“The thing misnamed a husband, privately 
‘Instructs less daring spirits to revolt)” 

Shall, from the fund of her experience, teach her 
When lordly man can best be made a fool of. 

Yet that would have obedient wives, beware 

Of meddling woman’s kind, officious care. [ Exit i. 


- Bal. What? 
Hostess. I always give short measure, sir, 
And ease my conscience that way. 
Bal. Ease your conscience ! 
I’}l case your conscience for you ! 
Hostess. Mercy, sir! 
Bal. Rise, if thou canst, and hear me. 
Hostess. Your commands, sir? 
Bal. If in five minutes all things are prepared 
For my departure, you may yet survive. 
_ Hostess. It shall be done in less. 
Bal. Away, thou lump-fish! [zit Hosrsss. 
Lam. So now comes my turn—’tis all over with 
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Hostess. No, indeed, sir! 
But— 


ACT IV. 
‘Scene I.—The Inn. 
Enter LAMPEDO, HOSTEsS following, R.. 


Hostess. Nay, nay, another fortnight. 
Lam. It can’t be. a 


me— 

There’s dagger, rope and ratsbane in his looks! 
Bal. And now, thou sketch and outline of a man! 

Thou thing that hast no shadow in the sun! 

Thou eel in a consumption, eldest born 
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| And nail thee to the wall, where thou shalt look 


14 THE. Se NESE MOO NY - [Act TV, Scene 2. 

Of Death on Famine! Thou anatomy What have we here? A woman! By this light, 3 

Of a starved pilchard ! Or rather, by this darkness, ’tis a woman! ; 
Lam. I do confess my leanness—I am spare! | Doing no ‘mischief, only dreaming of it! 

And therefore spare me ! It is the stillest, most inviting spot ! 
Bal. Why, wouldst thou have made me We are alone! If, without waking her, 4 

A thoroughfare for thy whole shop to pass through? | I could just brush the fresh dew from her lips, + 
Lam. Man, you know, must live ! As the first blush of morn salutes the rose— : 
Bal. Yes; he must die, too. Hold, hold, Rolando! Art thou not forsworn, + 
Lam. For my patients’ sake! If thou but touchest even the finger’s end — ; 
Bal. Vll send you to the major part of them— Of fickle woman? I have sworn an oath, - at 

The window, sir, is open; come, prepare ! That female flesh and blood should ne’er eae | 
Lam. Pray consider ! me ; | 

| I may hurt some one in the street. That is, in towns or cities: I remember ~ 


Bal. Why, then, Vll rattle thee to pieces in a) 
dice-box, 
Or grind thee in a coffee-mill to powder ; 
For thou must sup with Pluto. So make ready ! 
Whilst I, with this good small-sword for a lancet, | We give liberal and a large construction 
Let thy starved spirit out—for blood thou hast | To its free spirit. Therefore, gentle lady— 
none— | [She stirs, as if awaking. 
Hush! Shepreventsme. Pardon, gentle fair one> 
Ir That I have broke thus rudely on your sina 


There was a special clause—or should have been— 
Touching a woman sleeping in a wood ; 

For though to the strict letter of the law 

We bind our neighbors, yet, in our own cause, 
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Like a dried beetle with a pin stuck through him. 


Lam. Consider my poor wife ! But, for the interruption I have caused, 

Bal. Thy wife ! You see me ready, as a gentleman, 

Lam. My wile, sir! -|To make you ali amends. 

Bal. Hast thou dared think of matrimony, too?| Zam. [coming down on R.| To a stranger 
No flesh upon thy bones, and take a wife! You offer fairly, sir; but from a stranger— 

Lam. I took a wife, because I wanted flesh. Rol. What shall I say? Not so; you are no 
I have a wife and three angelic babes, Stranger. 

Who, by those looks, are well nigh fatherless! Zam. Do you then know me? [Aside.] Heaven ~ 

Bal. Well, well! Your wife and children shall forbid! 4 

plead ‘for you. Rol. Too w a 
Come, come, the pills! Where are the pills?| Zam. How, sir? 
Produce them ! Rol. Vve owt you, lady, ’bove a twelvemonth, ": 

Lam. Here is the box. And, from report, loved you an age before. $ 

Bal. Were it Pandora’s, and each single pill Why, is it possible you never heard + 
Had ten diseases in it, you should take them. Of my sad passion ? 

Lam. What, all? Zam. Never. 

Bal. Aye, all; and quickly, too! Come, sir,; Rol. You amaze me! ‘ 

begin! [LAMPEDO takes one. Zam. [aside.| What can he mean ? 
That’s well—another. | Rol. The sonnets I have written to your beauty © 

Lam. One’s a dose ! Have kept a paper-mill in full employ : 

Bal. Proceed, sir ! And then the letters I have given by dozens 

Lam. What will become of me ? Unto your chambermaid! But I begin, : 

Let me go home, and set my shop to rights, By this unlooked-for strangeness you put on, 
And, like immortal Cesar, die with decency ! Almost to think she ne’er delivered them. 

Bal. Away ! And thank thy lucky star I have not} Zam. Indeed she never did. [ Aside.) He does ¥ 
Brayed thee in thy own mortar, or exposed thee but jest. 
For a large specimen of the lizard genus. [ll try. [Aloud.] Perhaps you misdirected them? 

Lam. Would I were one—for they can feed on} What superscription did you put upon them ? , 

air ! Rol. What superscription? None! , 

Bal. Home, sir! And be more honest. Zam. None! ‘ 

Lam. If I am not, Rol. Not a tittle ! 


I’ll be more wise, at least! [Hxeunt LAMPEDO, L.,| Think ye, fair lady, I have no discretion ? 
followed by BALTHAZAR, threatening him. \I left a blank, that, should they be mislaid, 
ae ee Or lost, you know— 
ScENE II.—dA Wood. <A bank on the R. 2 &. Zam. And in your sonnets, sir, 
Enter ZAMORA, in woman’s apparel, veiled, R. | What title was I honored by? 
Zam. Now, all good spirits that delight to| , “2 40 bundred: 
8 P ‘ 8 All but your real one. 


prosper 
The undertakings of chaste love, assist me! aie Lee Guat al RON : 
. ’ 1 ) Aa . > 
ee he ea er Il ee upon this bank. | (Aloud. Faith, lady, you have run metoa stand. | 
cal MOvVe Dis Curiosity, I know you not—never before beheld you— 
The rest may follow. Yet I’m in love with you extempore ; 
[ She reclines on the bank, pretending to sleep. And though, by a tremendous oath, ’m bound 
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Enter ROLANDO, L. Never to hold communion with your sex, 
Rol. What, hoa, Eugenio! Yet has your beauty and your modesty— 
He is so little apt to play the truant, Come, let me see your face. < e e 
I fear some mischief has befallen him. Zam. Nay; that would prove beh 


[Sees ZAMORA. |I had no modesty, perhaps, nor beauty. ly rR 
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Act IV, Scene 3.] 


Besides, I too have taken a rash oath, 


Never to love but one man. 

Rol. At a time? 

Zam. One at all times. 

Rol. You're right: I am the man. 

Zam. You are, indeed, sir! 

Rol. How? Now you are jesting ! 

Zam. No,on my soul! I have sent up to Heaven 
A sacred and irrevocable vow ; 

And if, as some believe, there does exist 

A spirit in the waving of the woods, — 

Life in the leaping torrent, in the bills 

And seated rocks a contemplating soul 
Brooding. on all things round them, to all nature 
I here renew the solemn covenant— 

Never to love but you! 

Rol. And who are you? 

Zam. Tn birth and breeding, sir,a gentlewoman: 
And, but I know the high pitch of your mind 
From such low thoughts maintains a towering 

distance, 
I would add, rich ; yet is it no misfortune— 
Virtuous, I will say boldly. Of my shape, 
Your eyes are your informers. For my face, 
I cannot think of that so very meanly, 
For you have often praised it. 

Rol. 1! Unveil, then, ° 
That I may praise it once again. - 


Enter VOLANTE, L. 


Zam. Not now, sir— 

We are observed. Crosses L. 
Rol. (seeing VOLANTE. ] Confusion ! This she- 

devil— 

Tis time, then, to redeem my character— 

I tell you, lady, you must be mistaken. 

I tell you, 'tis not I. {[Astde.] Here on this spot. 
Zam. -1 humbly beg your pardon. 
Rol. Well, you have it— 

Remember. | 
Zam. Trust me! [Exit 1. 
Rol. A most strange adventure! Pray, lady, 

do you know who that importunate woman is that 

just left us? 

Vol. No, signor. 

Rol. [they walk by each other, he whistling, and|. 
she hunuming a tune.| Have you any business with 
me ? 

Vol. I wanted to see you, that’s all. They tell 
me you are the valiant captain that has turned 
woman-hater, as the boy left off eating nuts, be-| 
cause he met with a sour one. 

Rol. Would I were in a free-mason’s lodge! 

Vol. Why there ? 

Rol. They never admit women. 

Vol. It must be a dull place. 


Rol. Exceedin ngly quiet. [Aside.] How shall I 
shake off this gad-fly ? [Aloud.] Did you ever see 
& man mad ? 

Vol. . Never. 


Rol. I shall be mad presently. 

Vol. I hope it won't be long first. 
an hour or so. 

Rol. I tell you I shall be mad! 

Vol. Will it be of the merry sort ? 

Rol. Stark, staring, maliciously, risshieveiay 


I can wait 


' mad! 


Vol. Nay, then, I can’t think of leaving you, 
for you'll want a keeper. 
Rol. I would thou hadst one! IfI were valiant, 


how, to beat a woman— , 
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Vol. Well, why don’t you begin? Pshaw! you 
have none of the right symptoms. You don’t 
stare with your eyes, nor foam at the mouth. 
Mad, indeéd! Youre as much in your sober 
senses as I am. 

Rol. Then Iam mad incurably. Will. you go 
forward ? 

Vol. No. 

Rol. Backward ? 

Vol. No. 

Rol. Will you stay where vou are ? 

Vol. No. Rank and file, ‘captain. I mean to 
be one of your company. 

Rol. Impossible. You're not tall enough for 
anything but a drummer; and then the noise of 
your tongue would drown the stoutest sheep-skin 
in Christendom. 

Vol. Can you find no employment for me? 

Rol. No; you are fit for nothing but to beat 
hemp in a workhouse to the tuneful accompani- 
ment of a beadle’s whip. 

Vol. I would be content to be so employed, if I 
idee sure you would reap the full benefit of my 
abor. 

Rol. Nay, then, I'll gq to work another way 
with you. What, hoa, Eugenio! Sergeant! Cor- 
poral ! 

Vol. Nay, then, ’tis time to scamper ; he’s bring- 
ing his whole regiment on me! 

[Exit VOLANTE, R., ROLANDO, L 


SCENE III.—A Rural Scene. 
Music. Rustics discovered dancing. mA - 


Lop. (seeingthe DUKEand JULIANA approach. ] 
Hold! Our new guests. 


Enter the DUKE and JULIANA, R. 


Neighbors, you are kindly welcome. 
Wil’t please you to join the dance, or be mere 
gazers ¢ 
Duke. I am for motion, if this lady here 
Would trip it with me. 
Lop. My wife, sir—at your service. 
If it be no offense, I'll take a turn with yours. 
Duke. By all means. Lady, by your leave— 
[Salutes LOPEZ’ wife. 
Lop. A good example — [Attempis to salute 
JULIANA ; She boxes his cars. 
Jul. Badly followed, sir ! 
Lop. Zounds! What a tingler! 
Duke. Are you not ashained ? 
My wife is young, sir; she’ll know better soon 


-| Than to return a courtesy so tartly. 


Yours has been better tutored ! 
Lop. Tutored! Zounds! 
T only meant to ape your husband, lady! 
He kisses where he pleases. 
Jul. So do I, sir; 
Not where I have no pleasure. 
Duke. [{aside.| Excellent ! 
Jul. a lips are not my own. My hand is free, 


[Salutes her. 


: "Free ! Pll be sworn it is. 

Jul. Will’t please you take it! 

Duke. Excuse her rustic breeding—she is young; 
But you will find her nimble in the dance. 

Lop. Come, then, let’s have a stirring roundelay. 
Music. They dance, JULIANA at first perversely, 

but afterwards entering into the spirit of it; and 

then go al with their partners, R. U. E. 


— 


a ee aati een ae ae oe as ee os 


oe vee SP SSeS ETE ETC EEE eee ee 


904 
4 


eae 
a | 


o SS SK = 
; 
3 THE HONEYMOON. [Act V, Scene. |}. 
: tS 
+ AGT V And by the fresh lip and unsullied breath . 
$ : Which joined to give it sweetness— : 
z ScENE I.—The Cottage. Two chairs. Enter BALTHAZAR, L. . 
+} JULIANA BEDS g Ht heh Dates the ys stealsin| 77 [crosses ¢.] How! my father! ; 
+ chind, through Duth fate Duke. Signor Balthazar! You are welcome, sir, 3 
D4 Duke. Come, no more work to-night! [Sits by|'To our poor habitation. 4 
4 her.) itis the last Bal. Welcome! Villain, zi 
A That we shall spend beneath this humble roof ; I come to call your dukeship to account, is 
+| Our fleeting month of trial being past, And to reclaim my daughter. -< 
¢, To-morrow you are free. Duke. Redes You will find her : 
$| Jul. Nay, now you mock me, Reclaimed already, or I have lost my pains. > 
+ And turn my thoughts upon my former follies. Bal. Let me come at him? : 
+| You know that, to be mistress of the world, Jul. Patience, my dear father ! $ 
+| I would not leave you. Duke. Nay, give him room. Put up your wea- |+ 
+| Duke. No? pon, sir— 3 
+, Jul. No, on my honor. "Ts the worst argument a Man can use, ; 
| Duke. I think you like me better than you did!) So let it be the last. As for your daughter, ; 
+| And vet ’tis natural—come, come, be honest ; She passes by- another title here, ig 
4 You have a sort of hankering—no wild wish, In which your whole authority is sunk— : 
t, Or vehement desire, yet a slight longing, My lawful wife ! $ 
3) A simple preference—if you had your choice— Bal. Lawtul! His lawful wife ! : 
+ To be a duchess, rather than the wife I shall go mad! Did not you basely steal her 
¢, Of a low peasant ! ? Under a vile pretense ? 4 
+ ‘Jul. No, indeed you wrong ine! Duke. What I have done $ 
: Pt ate Duke. I marked you closely at the palace, | Ill answer to the law. ‘ 
+ wife ; Of what do you complain ? 
3 “Tn the full tempest of your speech, your eye Bal. Why, are you not 4 
: +| ‘Would glance to take ‘the room’s dimensions; A most notorious, self-confessed impostor? + 
| +, ‘‘And pause upon each ornament ; and then Duke. True! I am somewhat dwindled from \+ 
3, ‘There would break from you a half-smothered the state : 
| 4 sigh In which you lately knew me; nor alone M 
| Bi tf Which spoke distinctly—‘ These should have| Should my exceeding change provoke youn won- + 
; 2 been mine ;’ der— + 
' ¢ ‘‘And, therefore, though with a well-tempered | You'll find your daughter is not what sh Was. 3 
| 7 spirit, Bal. How, Juliana? 4% 
| +| ‘‘ You have some secret swellings of the heart Jul. ’Tis, jndeeu, most true. 4 
+ ‘¢ When these things rise to your imagination.” I left you, sir, a froward, foolish girl, Ds, 
; t Jul. No, indeed; sometimes in my dreams, I} Full of capricious thouchts and fiery spirits, : 
; + own— Which, without judgment, I would vent on all; |} 
+ You know we cannot help our dreams !— But { have learned this truth indelibly— + 
; t Duke. What then ? That modesty, in deed, in word, and thought, 7 
+ Jul. Why, I confess, that sometimes, in my|Is the prime grace of woman; and with that, ¢ 
: dreams, More than by frowning looks and saucy speeches, + 
y A noble house and splendid equipage, ~ She may persuade the man that rightly loves her, + 
: } Diamonds and pearls, and gilded furniture, Whom she was ne’er intended to command. $ 
“ ~} Will glitter, like an empty pageant, by me; Bal. Amazement! Why, this metamorphosis ¢_ 
; ¢| And then I am apt to rise a little feverish. Exceeds his own! What spells, what cunning {— 
" ¢~| But never do my sober waking thoughts— witchcraft ‘oa 
" ¢| As I’m a woman worthy of belief— Has he employed ? y : 
ft ¢| Wander to such forbidden vanities. Jul. None; he bas simply taught me $ 
' +| Yet, after all, it was a scurvy trick— To look into myself, His powerful rhet’ric 4S 
? +! Your palace, ‘and your pictures, and your plate; | Hath, with strong influence, impressed my heart, ¢ 
+) Your fine plantations, your delightful gardens, And made me see, at length, the thing I have + 
i That were a second Paradise—for fools— been, : 
A) And then your grotto, so divinely cool ; And what I am, Sir. ¢ 
i Your Gothic summer-house, and Roman temple—| Bal. Are you then content ra 
i ’T would puzzle much an antiquarian To live with him ? ¢ 
To find out their remains. Jul. Content? Jam most happy! + 
; Duke. No more of that! Bal. Can you forget your crying WIOUEST > 
Ds Jul. You had a dozen spacious vineyards, too; | Jl. Not quite, sit; > 
¢~| Alas! The grapes are sour; and, above all, They sometimes serve to make us merry with. + 
| The Barbary courser that was br eaking for me. Bal. How, like a villain, he abused your father? 
+| Duke. Nay, you shall ride him yet. Jul. You will forgive him that, for my sake. : 
+; Jul. Indeed! Bal. Never! t 
+ Duke. Believe me, Duke. Why, then, ’tis plain you seek your own { 
+| We must forget these things. revenge, ' e, 
+| Jul. They are forgot ; And not your daughter’s happiness. A 
+| And, by this kiss, we'll think of them no more, Bal. No matter. “A 
+} But when we want a theme to make us mer ry. I charge you, on your duty as my daughter, Es _ 
; 3 ; Duke. It was an honest one, and spoke thy soul; Follow me! ,f ai 
e 
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Duke. On a wife’s obedience, 

I one you, stir not! 
You, sir, are my father ; 

At a bare mention of that hallowed name, 
A thousand recollections rise within me 
To witness you have ever been a kind one. . 
This is my husband, sir! 

Bal. Thy husband ; well— 

Jul. ’Tis fruitless now to think upon the means 
He used—I am irrevocably his. 
And when he pluck’d me from my parent tree, 
To graft me on himself, he gathered with me 
My love, my duty, my obedience ; ; 
And, by adoption, I am bound as strictly 
To do his reasonable bidding now, 
As once to follow yours. 

Duke. [aside.| Most excellent! 

Bal. Yet I will be revenged ! 

Duke. [to BALTHAZAR.) You would have jus- 

tice ? 
Bal. I will. 
Duke. Then forthwith meet me at the duke’s. 
[ Crosses L. 
-: Bal. What pledge have I for your appearance 
there ? 

Duke. Your daughter, sir. Nay, go, my Juliana! 
'Tis my request: within an hour at farthest, 
I shall expect to see you at the palace. 

Bal. Come, Juliana. You shall find me there, sir. 

Duke. Look not thus sad at parting, Juliana ; 
All will run smooth yet. | 

Bal. Come! — 

Jul. Heaven grant it may! 

- Duke. The duke shall right us all, without delay. 

EBxreunt BALTHAZAR and JULIANA, L., 
UKE, R | | 


SCENE II.—A Wood. 


Enter VOLANTE, and four of the CoUNT’s SERV- 
ANTS, masked, L. 


Vol. That’shestealing down the pathway yonder. 
Put on your vizors—and remember, not a word! 
| [ They retire L. 3 E. 
Enter ROLANDO, R. 
Now I shall be even with your hemp-beating. 
[£xit L. 
Rol. Here am I come to be a woman’s toy, 
And, spite of sober reason, play the fool. 
Tis a most grievous thing, that a man’s blood 
Will ever thwart his noble resolution, 
And make him deaf to other argument 
Than the quick beating of his pulse. [They come 
Soward and surround him.] Hey-day ! 
Why, what are these? If it be no offense, 
May I inquire your business ? 
They hold a pistol to each side of his head. 


Now I can guess it. Pray, reserve your fire! 
_. | [They proceed to bind him. 
What can this mean! Mute, gentlemen—all mute? 


Pray, were ye born of woman? Still ye are mute! 
Why, then perhaps you mean to strangle me. 

bind him to a tree, L. U. E., and go off. 
How! Gone? Why, whatthe devil can this mean? 
It is the oddest end ‘to an amour ! 


Enter VOLANTE, and three other WOMEN. 


Vol. This is the gentleman we're looking for. 
Rol. Looking for me? You are mistaken, ladies : 
What can you want with such a man as I am? 
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I am poor, ladies, miserably poor ; 

I am old too, though I look young; quite old; 
The ruins of aman. Nay, come not near me! { 
I would for you I were a porcupine, 

And every quill a death ! : 

Vol. By my faith, he rails valiantly, and has a 
valiant sword too, if he could draw it: { Was ever 
poor gentleman so near a rope without being able 
to hang himself? 

Rol. I could bear to be bound in every limb 
So ye were tongue-tied, 

That I could cast out devils to torment you! 
Though ye would be a match for a whole legion. 

Vol. Come, come. [They pinch and tickle him. 

Rol. Nay, ladies, have some mercy ; drive me not 
To desperation: though, like a bear, | 


I’m fixed to the stake, and must endure the bait- 


ing. [They make a circle, and dance round 
him. ROLANDO, after repeated struggles, 
disengages his. right arm, with which he 
draws his sword, and cuts the ropes that 
bind him. 

Vol. The bear is breaking his chain. ’Tis time 
to run then. [The WoMEN run off, L.; he extricates 
himself and comes forward. 

Rol. Sv, they are gone! Whata damnable 
condition Iam in! The devils that worried St. 
Anthony were a tame set to these! My blood 
boils! By all that’s mischievous, I'l] carbonado 
the first woman I meet! If I do not, why, Pll 
marry her. Here’s one already ! 


Enter ZAMORA, veiled, R. 


Zam. I’ve kept my word, sir. 
Rol. So much the worse! 
my oath. 
Are you prepared to die ? 
Zam. Not by your hand. - 
I hardly think, when you have seen my face, 
Youw’ll be my executioner. | 
Rol. Thy face ! 
What, ve you handsome? Don’t depend on 
that 


For I must keep 


If those rosy fingers, like Aurora’s 
Lifting the veil from day, should usher forth 
Twin sparkling stars, to light men to their ruin ; 
Balm-breathing lips, to seal destruction on ; 
An alabaster forehead, hung with locks 
That glitter like Hyperion’s; and a cheek 
Where the live crimson steals upon the white, 
You have no hope of mercy ! 
Zam. [unveiling.) Now, then, strike ! 
Rol. Eugenio ? 
Zam. Your poor boy, sir! 
Rol. How, a woman? — 
A real woman ? 
What a dull ass have I been! Nay, ’tis so. 
Zam. You see the sister of that scornful lady, 
Who, with such fixed disdain, refused your love, 
Which, like an arrow failing of its aim, 
Glancing from her impénetrable heart, 
Struck deep in mine; in a romantic hour, 
Unknown to all, I left my father’s house, - 
And followed you to the wars. . What has since 
happened 
It better may become you to remember 
Than me to utter. 
Rol. I am caught at. last ! 
Caught by a woman, excellently caught, 
Hampered beyond redemption ! Why, thou witch, 
| That, in a brace of minutes, hast produced — 
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A greater revolution in my soul 
Than thy whole sex could compass! 
chantress, 
Prepare! For I must kill thee certainly ! 
[Throws away his sword. 
But it shall be with kindness. My poor boy! 
[ They embrace. 
l’ll marry thee to-night. Yet have a care! 
For I shall love thee most unmercifully. 
Zam. And asa wife should you grow weary of me 
l’ll be your page again. 
Rol. We'll to your father ! 
Zam. Alas! I fear I have offended him 
Beyond the reach of pardon. 
Rol. Think not so! 
In the full flood of joy at your return, 
He’ll down his anger, and absolving tears 
Shall warmly welcome his poor wanderer home. 
What will they say tome? Why, they may say, 
And truly, that I made a silly vow, 
But was not quite so foolish as to keep it. 
Hxeunt L. 


Thou en- 


Scene [II.—Zhe Duke’s Palace. 


Enter BALTHAZAR and JULIANA, the COUNT and 
VOLANTE, preceded by PEDRO, R. 


him. 

Ped. What name? 

Bal. No matter; tell him an old man, 
Who has been basely plundered of his child, 
And has performed a weary pilgrimage 
In search of justice, hopes to find it here. 

Ped. I will deliver this. [zit PepROo, L. v. E, 

Bal. And he shall right me, 

Or I will make his dukedom ring so loud 
With my great wrongs, that— 

Jul. Pray, be patient, sir. 

Bal. Where is your husband ? 

Jul. He will come, no doubt. 

Count. Vil pawn my life for his appearance 

quickly : 
Iinter PEDRO, L. U. E. 


Bal. What news, sir? 
Ped. The duke will see you presently. 
Bal. ’Tis well! 

Has there been a man here to seek him lately? 
Ped. None, sir. 

Bal. A tall, well-looking man enough, 

Though a rank knave, dress'd in a peasant’s garb? 
Ped. There has been no such person. 

Bal. No, nor will be ! 

It was a trick to steal off quietly, 

And get the start of justice. He has reach’d, 

Ere this, the nearest seaport, or inhabits | 

One of his air-built castles. 

[ Trumpets and kettle-drums, L. U. B. 
Ped. Stand aside! 

Enter the DuxkE, superbly dressed, preceded by 
JACQUES, and followed by ATTENDANTS and six 
LADIES. 

Duke. Now, sir, your business with me? 
Bal. How? 

Jul. Amazement ! 

Duke. T hear you would have audience. 
Jaq. Exactly my manner! 

Bal. Of the duke, sir! 

Duke. Iam the duke. 

Bal. The jest is somewhat stale, sir. 
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18 THE HONEYMOON. 


Bal. Yow ll tell his highness I am waiting for 


[Act V, Scene 3, 


Duke. Youll find it true. 
Bal. Indeed! 
Jag. Nobody doubted my authority. 
Jul. {aside.| Be still, my heart! 
Bal. I think you would not trifle with me now? 
Duke. Iam the Duke Aranza. 
Count. [to BALTHAZAR.] ’Tis e’en SO. ° 
Duke. And what’s my greater pride, this lady's |+ 
husband; [Crosses to JULIANA, takes her 
hand, and leads her u. C. 
Whom, having honestly redeem’d my pledge, 
I thus take back again. You now must see 
The drift of what I have been lately acting, 
And what Iam. And though, being a woman 
Giddy with youth and unrestr ained fancy, 
The domineering spirit of her sex 
I have rebuked too sharply ; yet ‘twas done, 
As skillful surgeons cut beyond the wound, 
To make the cure complete. 
Bal. You have done most wisely, 
And all my anger dies in speechless wonder. 
Jaq. So does all my greatness! 
Duke. What says my Juliana? 
Jul. I am lost, too, 
In admiration, sir; my fearful thoughts 
Rise, on a trembling wing, to that rash height 
Whence, growing dizzy once, I fell to earth. 
Yet since your goodness, for the second time, 
Will lift me, though unworthy, to that pitch 
Of greatness, there to hold a constant flight, 
will endeavor so to bear myself, 
That, in the world’s eye and my friends’ obsery- |+ 
ance— j 
And, what’s far dearer, your most precious judg- |+ 
ment— 
I may not shame your dukedom. 
Duke. Bravely spoken ! 
Why, now you shall have rank and equipage— 
Servants, for you can now command yourself— 
Glorious apparel, not to swell your pride, 
But to give lustre to your modesty. 
All pleasures, all delights that noble dames 
Warm their chaste fancies with, in full abundan 
Shall flow upon you; and it shall go hard ta 
But you shall ride the Barbary courser too. ir 
Count, you have kept my secret, and I thank you. |* 
Count. Your grace has.reason; for, in keeping |+ 
that, ike 
I well nigh lost my mistress. On your promise, 


[To BALTHAZAR.] I now may claim her, sir. | 


S 
woeees 


Bal. What says my girl? |s 
Vol. Well, since my time is come, sir— . 
Bal. Take her, then. 

Duke. But who comes yonder ? 

Count. ’Sdeath! Why, ’tis Rolando! 

Duke. But that there hangs a Woman on his i 
arm, . 

I'd swear ’twas he! : 
Vol. Nay, ’tis the gentleman. - We 
Duke. Then have the poles met? | 
Yol. Oh, no, only two of the planets have 108: . 

tled each other. 

tion for Mars. 


Enter ROLANDO, with ZAMORA, veiled, L. All 
laugh. e 
Count. Why, captain! 
Duke. Signor Rolando ! 


Rol. [after they have laughed some time. 
he a woman ! ; wn | 


And one that has a soul, too, I'll bel dou , Ae 


wou ave ous ¥ 
a ; 


Venus has had too much attrac- " 
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| Act V, Scene 3.) THE HONEYMOON. 
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Vol. He must be condemned to her for some | What think you of my page? 
offense, as a truant horse is tied to a log, ora ZAMORA unveils and kneels to BALTHAZAR. 
great school-boy carries his own rod to the place ol. How! 
of execution. [Aut laugh. Bal. Zamora! 
Rol.. Laugh till your lungs crack, ’tisa woman; Zam. You daughter, sir; who, trembling at 
still. your feet— [Crosses to BALTHAZAR. 
Count. I'll not believe it till I see her face. Bal. Come to my heart! 
Vol. It is some boy, dress’d up to cozen us! You knew how deeply you were rooted there, 
Rol. "Twas a boy dress’d up to cozen me! Or scarce had ventured such a frolic. 
Suffice it, sirs, that being well convinced— Zam. That, sir, 
In what I lately was a stubborn skeptic— Should have prevented me! 
That women may be reasonable creatures ; Bal. There; she is yours, sir, 
And finding that your grace, in one fair instance, | If you are still determined. 
Has wrought a wondrous reformation in them, © Rol. Fix’d as fate! 
Iam resolved to marry—(AU laugh)—for ’tis odds | Nor in so doing do I change my mind ; 
(Our joint endeavors lab’ring to that end) I swore to wed no woman—she’s au angel. 
That, in another century or two. - Vol. Aye, so are all women before marriage ; 
They may become endurable. What say you? {and that’s the reason their husbands so soon wish 
[Zo the DUKE.] Have I your free consent ? them in heaven afterwards. | 
Duke. Most certainly. Duke. Those who are tartly tongued; but our 
Rol. (to the Countv.] Yours, sir? example : 
Count. Most readily. This truth sball manifest. A gentle wife 
Rol. (to BALTHAZAR.] And yours? Is still the sterling comfort of man’s life ; 
Bal. Most heartily. To fools a torment, but a lasting boon 
Jaq. He does not ask mine ! ''To those who wisely keep their Honeymoon. 
Rel. Add but your blessing, sir, and we are 


happy! 


atta tntintn tn tntintntntntntntntattnttnttatntntnttnttndntndn tated tntntn tata fatntntnd 


THE END. 


COSTUMES. 


DUKE.—Wedding dress. Second dress: Peasant's gray or drab | LOPEZ.—A peasant jacket and trunks, light blue stockings, russet 
tunic, drab sloach hat, blue worsted pantaloons, and russet| shoes, round white hat and long light hair. : 


boots. Third dress: Splendid satin ducal vest, rich velvet robe, JAQUEZ.—Handsome velvet sha 
: : : — pe, large cloak, red stockings, 
trimmed with green and silver, white silk pantaloons, white a silver clocks, white shoes, sword, and red curled wig. g 


shoes, etc. ; : 
COUNT.—A fawn-colored jacket and tabs, with green and silver | PEDRO.—Jerkin and trunks, blue stockings, russet shoes. 


trimming, pantaloons of the same, hat and feathers, and rnssct \J ULIANA.—Wedding dress. Rich white satin and silver, large 
boots, gauntlets, sword and belt. Second dress: Monk's gown.! drooping white feathers, and jowels. Second dress: Light blue, 
ROLANDO.—Messina uniform (or Picrro’s dress), russet boots| 2 slate-colored body, and petticoat plainly trimmed with black 


and spurs, gauntlets, cap and feathers, sword and belt. LS ooiral Seder stockings, and black shoes. Lhird dress: 


NEA e alan jacket and trunks, trimmed with green | yoLANTE.—Handsome satin dress, with ornaments and feathers. 
DEO enn era ay ee . ZAMORA.—Page’s tunic and pantaloons, russet ankle boots 
LAMPEDO.—Black close shape, red stockings, black shoes, small} andcap. Second dress: Handsome satin and silver dress, and 
three-cornered hat, and cane. large veil. 
CAMPILLO.—Drab-colored jerkin and trunks, blue stockings and | HOSTESS.—Black dress, with red points, point lace apron and 
_ Yusset shoes. © ; cap. ; 


There are fow more delightful comedies in the English language than this. The language is fluent, rich and harmonious; the 
moral tone is good, and the comic incidents are exceedingly effective. John Philip Komble gavo as a reason for not accepting this play, | 
when it was offered to him, that it was too much of a plagiarism from Beaumont and Fletcher's ‘‘ Rule a Wifo and Have a Wife," 
Shakspeare’s ‘‘ Taming of the Shrew,” and other old comedies. The objection is not a valid one, as Tobin was less indebted to these 
plays for his hints, than the dramatists named were to their predecessors. He farther deserves the credit of having preserved all the 
spirit, without a particle of the grossness, of his favorite models. 

John Tobin, who wrote “ The Curfew," ‘‘ Tho Honeymoon,” and one or two other dramatic pieces, was born at Salisbury, 
in England, January 28th, 1770. He was educated for the law; but his taste for dramatic writing was too predominant to be super- 
seded by the allurements of Blackstone and Coke. ‘* Between the opposite claims on his attention from the law and the muses,” says 
Mrs. Inchbald, ‘* ho became negligent of all healthfal exercise ; and as neither his person nor constitution was robust, progressive in- 
disposition was the result of his incessant avocations, and soon arrived at such an alarming crisis, that, by the advice of his physi- 
cians, he went into Cornwall, and romained thero till a warmer climate was prescribed.” . 

In 1804 the invalid ombarked at Bristol for the West Indies. The vessel, on arriving at Cork, was detained for some days; 
but on the 7th of December it sailed from that port; on which day—without any apparent change in his disorder to indicate the ap- 
proach of death—he expired. a 

The history of ‘‘ Tho Honeymoon” affords a remarkable instance of the fact that actors and managers are often the poorest judges 
of that specics of dramatic writing which is destined to be effective in the representation. Poor Tobin found it impossible to pur. 
suade either actor or manager to take this piece under his protection and produce it upon the stage; and the disappointed author 
died without knowing that he had written one of the most brilliant and successful acting comedies in the English language. ‘“ The 
Honeymoon” was not represented till the year succeeding his death, and then its success was almost unparalleled. Tho part of 
Juliana hos had many representatives in this country, who have won merited celebrity in tho character. 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must p: many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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> 
niece of the Right Honorable the Earl of Dunna- > 
more > 
+ 


cur OFF WITH A SHILLING: Kit. Well, what of that? 


> 
Sam. It’s the same! The young lady whom I /¢ 

| | treated so shamefully by wedding you, if they only 

A Comedictty, in One Act. | knew it—whom my uncle Joseph wanted me to 

malry. 
ByNA RYE APASLID NID, ONL deb | Kit. Yes, he wanted you to be married involun- B¢ 
tarily, and he a colonel of volunteers. $ 
CAST OF CHARACTERS. ~ Sam. Colonel of the First Mizzlesex. In conse- z 
Prince of Wales’ | uence of her, he was always dinning it into my (+ 
Theatre, 1871. | ears that I could not do better than grasp such a |} 
| Sam Gaythorne.....sseeseeeseerersseeescceees Mr. Lots gomery. | compr ehensive enclosure of for tune and nobility. ps 
| RAAT DOR Iie koi ds oe vese sees ee Miss G. Addison. Kit. Sam, why haven’t we had an answer from | > 
him to your letter ? ze 
Sam. I don’t know. Perhaps he has gone to ¢ 
SCENE.—Sitting-room in a Seaside Villa. some volunteer review. Pe 
; ; it. Aren’ ; ¢ n vo TS 

| Hunter Kitty, with te hair CT yee SE ea! ineneatiga Sate ae aan oe are ¢ 
THORNE, D. F. vey come down C., she on his| vith 9 march past. t 
right. Sam. He’s so much your senior that, in your + 
Kitty. Sam, dear, is my hair quite dry? case, it would be more of a December past. ifhe + 
Sam. It is perfectly dry—dry as a professed | should come here himself, mind that you keep on : 
toper—dry as a mummy. ‘the right side of him, Kitty. > 
Kit. | feels her hair.) Now, don’t deceive me,| it. But which side is that? I should like to ¢ 
Sam. see him—for any one who has been so kind as he |% 


Sam. Your hair.is not a subject of deceit—the|to you, deserves my kindest reception. I don’t 
color can’t be washed out of it, which is a comfort, ‘think there exists a heartless creature who would 
and as long as it is not tortured into a chignon, I dull my happiness. 
beg to say: Long may it wave! It is perfectly, Sam. Oh, he’s a very good old bird, and I am 
dry, my dear. And now, having risen from the) sure, Kitty, he will be fascinated with you by my 
sea, will Venus have her breakfast ? ‘account of you in our letter. [Aside] I don’t 

[They sit at table, R.  |like to frighten her, but this delay in an answer 

Kit. Oh, I’ve had it—I made such a good break-| alarms me. If he should happen to be angered at 


fast hours ago. imy obstinacy— 
_ Sam. Hours ago! You are not confounding it; Ait. Well, Sam, why didn’t you make a wife of © 
with your supper ? this Miss Conyers ! ? 


Kii. I had at least a dozen shrimps. Sam. Well, I didn’t see her till after I had seen 
Sam. [in affected surprise.| Can you have de-| you, dear, and then I was so tired of being told to 
voured so many? Honor bright? look high, and that marry her I must. Bemg six 
Kit. Well, there were more than ten. feet, that would have necessitated my looking very 
Sam. “ Vénus, asseyez-vous, et encore attaquez high indeed ! 
les shrimps.” [Looks at newspaper while Kitty) Kit. That’s not enough to alarm aman. What 
pours out tea, gives him toast, etc.] By Jove! other objection had you to her? 
Kit. What’s the matter? Isn't it sweet enough?; Sam. Well, she rather lacks color. Or, rather, 
Sam. Sweet enough! Oh, read it. ishe has it concentrated too much in the one spot— 
Kit. Why don’t you read it out to me yourself? | on her cheeks. 
Sam. [reads.] ‘‘ Martello—Conyers. Onthe18th| it. But as for the color of her money ? 
instant, at St. Lo Church, Under-prés, by the Very’ Sam. Oh, that never worried me—since I knew 
Reverend the Dean of Bridell, assisted by the I should never see it. 
Reverend B. Fervent, D.D., M.A., George Howit-! it. She is of high birth! 
zer Martello, Captain in the Royal Marines, to Sam. None more so—comes of a mountain race. 
Maximiliana Conyers, daughter of Fitzgerald; it. And her age? 
Grattan O’Giant, Esq., of Blarney Tower, and; Sam. There was no fault to find win her ¢ on 
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_that score—or rather on that two score—only 
that she might have been ten years younger. But 
' [ had other views, you see, dear. [Sighs.] And so 
+ LIlost the fortune. 
Kit. What does that matter as long as we love 
‘one another? What is fortune when we have some- 
thing to live for ? . ; 

Sam. The question will soon be, what are we to 
live on? . 

Kit. But then we'd adore. 


not a bad substitute for a table, but what if there’s 
no eatables for it to groan under ? 

Kit. But love! _ | 

Sam. Capital notion! We'll live on love. We'll 
kill Cupid, and cook him, and give you the merry- 
thought. Oh, what nonsense! [Gravely.] We are 
in a tight box now, and no mistake. And nota 
box of jam, either—no provisions against the fu- 
ture. [Rises, goes up c.] It’s very pretty! [Goes 
to window at back.| Hi! he’s going by without 
stopping! Ho! what a stick the fellow is! | 

Kit. Stick? Who? What? 
Sam. The postman. Aosssd off R.| Postman, 
have you got any letters forme? [ Waits to catch 
answer.| Why, it is twelve o’clock—how time 
goes! {Gets letter, R.] Uncle’sa brick! [Comes 
down C., opening letter.}| Why, there’s money in 
it 


‘ 


ee 


Kit. 
>, he say 
Sam. [dropping coin.| Hilloa! what's that? 
Kit. [picks up coin.] A shilling! what a funny 
old gentleman your uncle must be. 

Sam. [reads letter, aside.] The old demon! 
here’s a pretty thing—to drop me in this despica- 
ble manner, playing tricks with the currency. 

Kit. impatiently. Sam Gaythorne, don’t keep 
your wife on thorns! . 

Sam. Well, considering we were married under 
the rose-— 

Kit. Read it, do! : | 
Sam. “Do” is the word! [Reads.] ‘“ Dear Sam: 
Itold you that if ever you married without my 
consent I should only give you the sum of one 
shilling sterling; and as your letter informs me 
that you have seen fit to do so, I beg to enclose 
that sum.” The stingy, old, malevolent demon! 

Kit. What meanness! I'd be ashamed to call 
such a curmudgeon my relative. _ 

Sam. He was a very good sort of an uncle when 
he used to oblige me. , 

_ Kit. I won’t think anything more about it. 
Now that I know what a contemptible character 
heis, I wouldn't be obliged to him, not fora shil— 

Sam. That we are! and we cannot. very well 
help it. Our only resource has galloped away— 
what are we to do? [Pockets coin. 

Kit. Why, you needn’t be so depressed, Sammy. 

Sam. I shall never get any. deep rest again. 

Kit. You know you have your town and your 
country house to yourself. — 

Sam. Hem! I told you so, yes, true enough ! 
but they were in the air. Lovers’ romance. You 
see, you being an angel, what could I do but place 
my domicile in the region where you were most at 
home ? . 

Kit. [vexed.] So, Mr. Gaythorne, you have no 
property? — , i 

Sam. I have no land or houses— 

Kit. Isee! Have I then been deceived? .[R. 


{comes to c.] He’s very kind. What does 


Sam. Oh, a door is all very well enough. It’s}. 
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c.] Then all the rest you told me was équally a 
falsehood ? 

Sam. Oh, no! 2 

Kit. You have deceived me in everything you 
promised me! you promised me ten bridesmaids, 
and I only had a snuffy old: pew-opener. You 
promised me acoach and four, and we went in a 
cab! You talked great things of your family and 
their hereditary complaints. I don’t believe they 
ever had the gout! ° 
Sam. Why, it’s in the family. Oh! fancy liv- 
ing on sixpence for lite, and the gout! [Limps to L. 

Kit. There’s no good belonging to you— 

Sam. You forget! [Bows.] You have married 
me. What have you lost? Nothing, and you 
have gained a remarkably valuable husband. It 
is because I have married you that my uncle now 
disinherits me. ° 

Kit. It’s solely your own fault, sir. 
up Cc.| Where are you going? | | 

Sam. Anywhere! I am fastened to you for 
life—so I will go see the running out of the tide. 

Kit. Stay, sir. It will run out and in without 
your assistance. You haven’t had your breakfast. 

Sam. Pve had all I require. 

Kit. [going up c.] Sam, Sam! 
out eating, you will kill yourself. 

Sam. [wildly.] Kill myself! kill! Come, I 
might do worse than that! Iam good for nothing 
now! Kill myself—kill, kill! That’s not so bad 
an.idea! Tl do it! [Baxit D. F. and R. 

Kit. Ob, Sam, Sam! don’t! come back! [Stops 
up C.|] Well, I haven’t been so very wrong. 
Nay, he was in the wrong. [Comes down smiling. | 
Oh, he’ll come back to me, I’m sure. He can’t 
stay away long. How vile of that stingy old man 
to annoy us, when we were so happy. Men 
are so Mean, so cold—they hesitate to be gener- 
ous to their own wives, so no wonder they are 
cruel to the wives of others. We women have 


[SAM goes 


(Upc. 
if you go with- 


to wait till the favorable hour to make things | 


right which they so abominably mismanaged. I 
should like to see the cross old uncle who pun- 
ishes Sam without being curious to see.me. Not 
that Sam isn’t to blame either. Ah, Master Sam, 
I have given him all my heart—I am going to give 
him a bit of my mind. [Aé R. table, arranging 
things, her face front. ge 


Enter COLONEL BERNERS, hastily, R. and C. D., 
which he shuts, and fastens the window, or 
draws the curtains, as the case may be. — 


Kit. Oh, here he is! I am so glad, dear, that |. 
you have come. [Going up, stops and recedes, in |: 


surprise.| A stranger! - 

Col. Berners. .Ten thousand pardons, my dear 
madame, but my abrupt entrance is the result of 
strategy to avoid a mad bull. Lesion down a little, 
c.] He couldn’t have singled me out more un- 


mistakably if I had had on a scarlet uniform. 


You may possibly be surprised at a soldier retir- 
ing in good order, madame, in good order, before 
an enemy, but you should see him. Here, you can 
see him! As I thought, he is making a call at the 
china shop. aor 

Kit. [up c.] What is it? . 


_ Col. B. A prize mad bull, I should say, judging | 


by bis size and capabilities for destruction. 
Kit. Where? | cee ce a 
Cal. B: At this moment he is in the doctor's 
shop! |. - [Looking off R. U. E. 


PHOEEEARSISESEDSESESSOOOOOOLEN SLOSS S OOH ODHSEOLES IDOL ELEN HH EHES ETE EEFOH EF ES FEES EH OSE HEP hd tts, 
. eo. ’ & ? . anne oy + 


AAR AAAA Da ite tatntntntat ithdete ded te tatnte dine ttt bh bth tte tated tnd tttatetedatetttnte tte tedtethtetrtatatade ttt ttntec tote tatatndndoed 


CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. 


o 


O44 OO 44446464455445444444444544 544645444 64454454444444444 4464444444404 444644-4-44464-46-4444444 


CUT OFF WITH A 


22 


Kit. A bull in a doctor’s shop! I beg pardon, 
but I do not understand this intrusion. | 

Col. B. Intrusion! My dear madame, I beg ten 
thousand pardons, but I thought I had made the 
reasons of my entry clear enough. I was pursued 
down the street by an infuriated bull, but luckily 
spied your open window, and so made my retro- 
grade movement eminently successful by the di- 
version. You must therefore blame the mad 
bull if I beg permission to make your little par- 
adise here my haven from the creature for an in- 
stant. 

| Kit. Then I understand that you have bee 
chased by a bull—- i 

Col. B. Chase ! callit a retreat, madame—neces- 
sitated by the fact that his horns would otherwise 
have operated on my coat. You will therefore see 
how much praise was due me for having executed 
my retirement—one equally admirable for rapidity 
and efficacy. 

Kit. [laughingly.| So you ranaway? | 

Col. B. The movement was certainly executed 
with celerity, but still it participates in the nature 
of a retreat in excellent order. 

Kit. Oh, where is he ? ; 

Col. B. The bull, madame? I cannot say, since 
the entire population were going my way. [Puts 
his hat, cune and field-glass on table up L. 

Kit. You did not meet a young gentleman ? 

Col. B: [comes down c.] You couldn’t describe 
his back, could you, madame? [Sits on sofa. 

Kit. His back? His front is the triumph of na- 
ture, and his back a model for a sculptor ! 

Col. B. Couldn’t you be a little more definite— 
not being a sculptor, you see ? 

Kit. He has a look of dauntless beauty ! 

Col. B. [coughs.| Hem! I am quite sure I 
never saw him. It was not the instant to study 
masculine beauty, and none to examine bovine 
graces, either. 

Kit. [vexed.] I suppose you thought of nothing 
but running away ! [ Seated R. C. 

Col. B. It sounds a great deal better in military 
language. A retreat, madame, a retreat! 

Kit. He had only just left the house. Yet you 
did not meet him—he is very handsome, and very 
brave! | | 

Col. B. You should get an insane bull to tackle 
him ! 


Kit. It is my husband ! 

Col. B. Oh, your husband ? 

Kit. I don’t know that I can trust you. 
are not married ? 

Col. B. Not married. 

Kit. And we married people know a great many 
things of which you are ignorant. 

Col. B. Granted—but where ignorance is such 
bliss, it is folly to be wise! [Chuckles.] A good 
many young people have done well to confide in 
me. You will pardon me my soldier-like brusque- 
ness, but I should like to display the interest I feel 
in you. Perhaps I may be of service to you. You 


You 


cap command me as if you were the Duke (i. e., of | difficulty, but I will endeavor to-accomplish it, 


Cambridge, the British Commander-in-chief) him- 
self! I place my forces at your disposal, horse, 
foot and marines—lock, stock and barrel! 

Kit. You are very generous. Men are not gen- 
erally so good—particularly old gentlemen, who 
get so soured by time. 

Col. B. What’ an amiable little lady it is! 
never was so grateful before to a bull. , 
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Kit. Tam much in want of consolation, too, sir. 
I am.very anxious about my husband. 

Col. B. The normal condition of wives. [Aside.] | 
She’s very pretty. [Aloud.] Nevertheless, it bard- | 
ly ought to have happened to you, who have only | 
been married a—a—month ? 

Kit. Only a week, sir. | 

Col. B. Only a week! you are only in the first | 
quarter of the honeymoon, and you are left alone | 
to become anxious. That's rather eayly for a man 
to become quarrelsome. | 

Kit. Oh, no, sir, we haven’t quarreled. To be- 
sure, my husband went off in vexation, but Iam ‘ 
sure le will come back—especially when I] know | 
that he has no money. : 

Col. B. No money ? 

Kit. No money! | 

Col. B. Ah! I understand; when a man aas 
married an heiress he must not expect to have ' 
everything entirely in his own way. 2s. 

Kit. Ian heiress! You were never more mis- 
ei I brought my husband nothing but my , 
ove. 7 | 

Col. B. Nothing but love. [Chuckles.] Ah! 3 
married people soon run through that sort of 
property. Wasn't there anything more substantial! 

Kit. Permit me—he had expectations. 

Col. B. So, my dear madame, you have married 
a man without a sixpence ? | 

Kit. On the contrary, he has two. 

Col. B. Two sixpences? | 

Kit. [sobbing.| He’s cut off with them! - 

Col. B. And he’s cut off with them! Cut off 
with your entire fortune! you have lost all your 
money ? . 

Kit. And so I, who was so happy, have all my 
distress to lay on the shoulders of a brute. 

Col. B. A man who would treat you so harshly 
—brute is too good a name for him ! 

Kit. Your sentiments are more honorable than 
your epaulettes! It’s a pity you are a soldier and 
not married. : 3 

Col. B. A soldier with a wife! Ha, ha! As well 
expect me to turn Japanese, and wield two swords. 
A soldier is wedded to his corps, madame. 

Kit. I want to fill the wretch with shame for his 
cruelty. I only ask for that consolation. a 

Col. B. Leave it to me. I should only be too: 
happy to be of assistance to you, .if you would : 
allow me such an honor. 

Kit. I don’t know whom to turn to. Iam all 
alone in the world. And yet I never felt that 
loneliness til now. Till the interference of the 
brute, all went well. . 

Col. B. Only, before I move in the matter, I 
ought to see a plan of the camp . Let me 
know what has previously been done in the affair. 

Kit. You look so honest that I think I can trust 
you. [BERNERS wags his head, much pleased.] 
But to understand my story, you must place your- 
self in my position. 

Col. B. That will be an evolution of extreme 
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ma’am. Well? | 

Kit. [gravely.] Fancy yourself a girl at board- 
ing-school. - : . 

Col. B. Humph! Yes. 

Kit. Where you fall in love with [enthusiastt- 
cally] the handsomest, sweetest, and most lovable 


Col. B. Oh! 
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Kit. Who continues to meet you and write to 
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kit. That’s exceedingly kind of you! If: you 


you, and tell you that he loves you, and offers his| only knew what we have meant to do for him, if 


| heart and life in proof of his avowal. 


he had behaved like a good relative. I should 


‘Col. B. I can fancy all that, because it is alljhave been so loving—as for my husband, he has 


fancy. 
Kit. Oh, no, it wasn’t, sir. 
And he has done all he promised. 
Col. B. I can't fancy that ! 


|spent all his life in doing more than would have 


He meant it all!) been expected of the most obedient son. 


Col. B. Another coincidence. On that rogue of 
mine I have lavished more than a father’s affec- 


Kit. What could Ido but say I would marry|tion. And here, on the very occasion where he 


him and make him happy ? 
Col. B. I can fancy that. 


most ought to have given me his confidence, he 
steals away and secretly marries an artful, pert, 


Kit: So one dark night I slipped out of my/|ill-behaved, dowdy, draggletail chit—pah! not 


room, down the stairs, through the door, across the 


garden, and out of the gate—where I found myse!f 


in his arms. 

Col. B. Ha, ha, ha! [Delighted.] I beg pardon, 
my dear madame. I forgot toremain in your posi- 
tion. I could readily place myself in his. Then 
you married ? 

Kit. Yes; and he was all devotion and love. 

Col. B. Up to now ? 

Kit. What’s that? : 

Col. B. Now he leaves his wife—you may well 
call him a brute! . 

kit. I call my husband a brute! Fie! Cannot 
a woman speak of a brute without necessarily 
ee to her husband ? 

Col. B. Well, madame, however unlikely the 
case, it is possible ! 


Kit. I was not speaking of my husband, but of/| to me. 


a relation, thank goodness not one of mine, but of 
his, who has treated us with the vilest ingratitude. 

Col. B. I can sympathize with you. That is my 
own case. 

Kit. After leaving my husband to believe he 
would behave kindly to him, he has deserted us at 
the very moment his good offices were most in re- 
quest. 

Col. B. A tyrant! 

' Kit. Don’t you think him a tiger ? 

Col. B. (rises, excitedly.] Say a hyena—a hyena, 
laughing In his sleeve! [They cross as they both 
walk to and fro in their excitement. 

Kit. To an offending party such treatment would 
be wicked, but to an innocent person it is most 


Col. B.- Say no more! It’s the acme of cruelty to 
add to a man’s trouble when. he has taken a wife! 

Kit. Without having known me he condemns 
mye, and punishes my husband merely for marry- 
ing ‘me. 

Col. B. Incredible ! 

Kit. And after he has been so kind.to his rela- 
tive, he accuses him of having married a person of 
no claim to good looks. ‘Now, am I so very repul- 
sive ? Puts her face close to BERNERS’. 

Col. B. On the contrary, very pretty and most 
amiable. 

Kit. [courtesying.] You are very good! It is 
very affecting to receive so much sympathy from 
a stranger. 


Col. B. I beg of you not to make a stranger of me. |. 


Kit. Somehow or other, I feel as if I had known 
you for a long time. And having no parents to 
apply to in this sad emergency, I feel'the want of 
some one, a friend who would at least hear my 
story with patience, if he could do nothing for me. 

Col. B. If you make me your confidant, I can do 
something for you. You call me in, and ‘Pll call 
him out, and give him a lesson in practical human- 
ity on his own doorstep. 


that I ever saw her— 

Kit. Never saw her! Then may not your de- 
scription be a little unjust ? 

Col. B. Impossible, madame. I know him--I 
know the sort of person that would dazzle his eyes. 
I know his want of taste. You tell me the fish, 
and I tell you the bait. 

Kit. Yet she might be pretty. 

Col. B. Oh, yes, “pretty, after a fashion. So isa 
doll. ‘She is pretty as a doll in the Lowther Ar- 
cade. Arcades amherbo! Arcade is his belle! 
But Vl disappoint the designing little minx! she 
shan’t laugh at me over my own money. 

Kit. Is the crime so very bad that two persons 
should be punished for the one? 

Col. B. Ob, I don’t want to punish them. Let 
him make the most of his choice. It don’t matter 
He’s nothing more to me. 

. Kit. Can you thus disown your son ? 

Col. B. My son? He’s no son of mine. Only my 
nephew. . 

Kit. Your nephew? Oh! [For the first time 
suspects that BERNERS may be her uncle. 

‘ Col. B. [chuckles.] He has presumed to settle 
himself without consulting me—T'll settle him. I 
informed him of as much. | 

Kit. Then he has written to you ? 

Col. B. To tell me of his atrocity. 

_Kit. No doubt you answered him in a pleasant 
way, notwithstanding your irritation ? 

Col. B. I merely wrote—now mark me—I said: 
‘¢ Dear Sam !” 

Kit. “ Dear San!” There ! 

[Restrains her emotion. 

Col. B. Oh! [Calms himself again.| Oh, I see! 
you think I ought to have said ‘‘ Mr. Gay thorne.” 

Kit. “Mr. Gaythorne!”’ [Aside.] There’s no 
doubt of it now. 


Enter SAM, R. and-D. F. He remains up in. door- 
way listening. 


Sam. [aside. | Theyseem to be ill-usingmy name! 

Kit. If you meant to cause him pain, wasn’t it 
adding to your severity to begin your address in 
so affectionate a manner ? 

Col. B. What concern ot mine was that, since 
he was no longer a connection of mine ? Besides, 
he had lacerated my feelings in the letter which 
gave me the news of his disobedience. - 

Kit. [warmly.] Now scan sure that was a beau- 
tiful letter ! 

Col. B. Eh? 

Kit. I said—undutiful letter. 
dutiful. 

Col. B. Most decidedly. 

Kit. What a wicked story ! 

Col. B. So it was, for an uncle to hear from one 
whom he had always jooked upon as his son. He’s 
to thank himself for it all. I wrote to him: 


It surely was un- 


pen 
SAGaa ates SPAA SODA ESSADOODADOSSSODDOOAAADIEEEIGEAOERAATELOT ITAL LTTTETE ESSA ED EAEEA TEESE FS 


| 


: 
: 


ae oS 


a 


nw - 


. Oe . era - 
we wl ee eee 


~~ h Z 
i Se eae 


i, : Mos 
er es ee Ne a or 


— 
= 


a 2a 


ms ae ae La 
Bim oe hee ee te Oe oo 


i 


SS ee eee ee, 
reysurrsreyre pesos cocgseleelreyvessessusecsvew\cessecsescuseveccsccvecelycvccuresteccesrsrs oo 


ae SAREEREREAARESEAASERRRERERERRRASERERRESASRRERRRERRRRRREERRRERRERRRRR RRR I 


CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. 


24 


‘Dear Sam: I told you if ever you married with-|I beg ten thousand pardons, my dear madame, 


out my consent, I should only give you one shil-| but I left my glasses on your—on your table. Eh? 


ling, and, enclosing the same, I beg to remain— 


Col. B. [recedes, L.|] E 
Kit. Monster ! 
[SAM gets behind curtains up R. C. 

Col. B. Eh? I see I have mistaken you. WHere’s 
my hat? [Goes up L., and gets hat and cane, but 
leaves the glasses.) 1 see, madame, I have nothing 
better to do than to go. Good morning! 

Kit. (gets before L. D.] No! 

Col. B. I insist on going out! 

Kit. No! I shall not! 

Col. B. Nay, then, if a flank movement is neces- 
sary—good morning. [Runs out D. F. and R. 

Kit. {comes down c.] A disagreeable old thing! 
Perhaps he wouldn’t have gone if I could have 
kept my temper. I might have won him over to 
forgive Sam. He was more than half in love with 
me himself. I’m sure of it. Oh, where is Sam? 
(Sam discovers himself, and comes down c., leav- 


Open that door ! 


” |T could be sworn I left them here. Oh, they must 
Kit. [violently. JA nae “hearted, selfish monster!|be on the other table. Oh! ah! 


yes, to be sure. 
On the other table. [ Goes to r. table, and to front.] 


Bless my heart, how strange! [Business of Sam 


popping his head out, winking, making signs to 
Kitty, who opens one eye, shakes her head, etc.| 
How odd! It’s very odd where I could have put 
them. [Feels in all his pockets, puzzled—sees 
Kirty.] Eh? Oh!. coughs. Hem! My dear 
madame! J beg—eh? She can’t be asleep—the 
effect of our dialogue? No, she’s in a faint! poor 
thing! [Goes nearer sofa.] My dear madame, 
don’t say I am the cause of—I ought to have 
been more calm! this is the result of my violence! 
My dear madame! [Kirry moves slightly] are 
you aware what you are doing to my glasses? 
This is the most peculiar situation I was ever in! 
Oh! I'll give her a dose of water! [Gets cup or 
glass of water from breakfast-table, and offers. to 
throw it on KiTTy—then pauses, and dipping his 


ing his hat wp R., on chair.) I have been made so jingers in, sprinkles her.| That seems to have no 


uneasy about you. I am so glad you have re- 
turned. 

Sam. Think yourself lucky that I have returned, 
for I thought of enlisting for a soldier. After hav- 
ing been cut off with one shilling, I might have 
been cut down for another. Let loose with my 
uncle’s coin and bound by the Queen’s money. 

Kit. Oh, Sam! if you were to fight and be killed, 
I should die! 

Sam. Where have you been brought up, that 
you suppose a soldier has anything to do with 


fighting? No, “ Vive la paye et vive la gloire !” 


Kit. [in alarm.] Oh, Sam, uncle has been bere! 

Sam [seated easily on sofa.) 1 know it. 

Kit. And I said— 

Sam. I heard you! 3 

Kit. I made such a blunder of it. 

Sam. You did. I never knew a married couple 
more of a mind. 

Kit. You were here ? 

Sam. J heard every word. 

ns [wringing her hands.] What is to be done 
now ? 

Sam. You must find a way to bring him back. 

Kit. How absurd. [Upc.] Oh, I declare! he 
is coming back! 

Sam. Nonsense ! [Goes up C., carelessly. Then, 
with animation.] So he is! 


more effect on her than on a duck’s back. [Sam 
shakes his jist at BERNERS.] What is to be done 
with her? I really cannot leave her in such a 
position. Oh, it’s too absurd—it’s ridiculous! 
What a helpless. thing is a man to have about if a 
woman faints! {Makes comic attempts to arouse 
Kitty by darting his hand at her, clapping his 
hands, saying “ Boo !” etc. Work up the situation 
Sreels y.| She looks like an angel! By George! I 
wish she was an angel—I’d burn one of her 
feathers under her nose, and bring her to! This 
is getting serious! 
pocket-handkerchief.| Umust open a vein! 
[Sits on sofa, and takes K1TTy’s hand. 

Sam. [aside.] No bloodshed ! 

Col. B. Luckily I never stir without my lancet. 

Kit. [sighs.] Ah! 

Col. B. [jumps.] Eh? [Seats himself again, 
but nearer Kitty, keeping her hand. He slaps tt. | 
‘What a dear little hand! [Smooths it with his 
right hand as tt lies in his left.| By George ! ! what 
a lovely hand! it’s like marble! 

Sam. [aside.| Then it’s a hand after your.own 
heart, you stony-hearted G eae 


Kit. Bl ag and moves.| .O 

Col. B. She’s coming to! 

Sam. [aside.] He seems quite disappointed ! ! 
Kit. [eyes still shut.] Oh! [Lifts her head and 


Kit. What can be the matter? Oh, I know—he | falis, still in a faint, so as to pillow it on BERNERS’ 


has left. his glasses. 
table, and returns to c.] What shall we ee ? 

‘Sam. Throw them at him! 

Kit. For shame, Sam ! 4 

. Sam. Let him in here, and lock him in. 

Kit. That won’t do. I know! . I'll faint to de- 
tain him 


pleasure—he chuckles 


[Goes and gets glasses on. L. | Shoulder. . 


Oh ! [Fright changes to 
Ha, ha, ha! 
Kit. [ pretending to recover her senses. ] Where. 
am I? Ob [Sits up. 
ig B. Are. you better now? You were in a 
int. 


Col. B. [in horror 


Sam. You will? [Aside.] She ain’t been to Kit. Ah! Ihave been so troublesome to you, 


school for nothing. 

Kit. You get away—there, hide behind that 
curtain ! 

Sam. I’m quite used to it! [Goes to curtain.] 


At all events her education has not been neglected. | fainting fits. 


and you are so kind. 

Col. B. Don’t mention it—I must beg you to. 
forgive me for.the impetuosity of my adieu. 

Kit. Dont be alarmed. 
But they givé me no uneasiness. 


[Hides behind Rr. curtain—K1irry lies down on sofa| They are not real ones, you know. 


as if in a faint, holding the poner in her 
hand, under her head. 


Enter Beane D. Fy 


Col. B. [goes to L. table, without looking round.}|pered. It is for me to ‘ask ‘your forgiveness. - 


Sam. [aside.] Frank, by Jove ! 

Col. B. It’s fortunate oi came ‘back, as it enables 
me to present my excuses. 

Kit. No, you are 89 good, and I was so ill-tem- 


re at his forehead with his. 


I often bave these 
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Col. B. And she needs it—poor, young affec— 
Kit. Read that! [Gives newspaper to BERNERS 
~—exchanges a sign with Sam, who claps his hands 
without making a sound, in dumb applause. 
Col. B. {reads.] ‘‘ Return to your anxious triends 
| at Wapping—” 
‘Kit. Not that! There! 
: a Points out paragraph. 
Col. B. Oh! [Reads.] ‘On the 18th inst.”— 
mum—mum—“ Captain ”—eh? oh! ‘ Maximil- 
jana Conyers—” . 
Kit. Is that your Miss Conyers ? 
$) Col. B. [rises.] My Miss Conyers! my nephew’s 
Miss Convers—or, rather, some one else’s Miss 
Conyers! I have been made a fool of! _ 
Goes R., dashes newspaper on the table. 
Kit. So like your sex! 
Sam. [aside.] Not a bad hit! 
Col. B. I shall never hear the last of it! After 
all, my nephew wasn’t so wrong to object to her 
+| —a keen, designing, intriguing flirt! Well may 
3| all the blood of all her ancestors stand in the 
+| foremost feature of her face. 
Kit. Then you will pardon your nephew for 
having been so circumspect ? . 
[Sam comes forward a step or two. 
Col. B. Never! (Sam retires.] You don’t un; 
derstand me. There shall never be forgiveness 
for them. 
Kit. I thought you were a man of your word? 
; Col. B. You don’t mean to say I am not? 
eat | 
[ Aloud. 
to have acted rightly, you should let him return 
to the fold—of your arms—again. 


| Kit. 
t Col. B. Should I? 
; 
; 


And you called me a draggletail 
chit ! 


Then your nephew being proved 


[ Goes L. C. 
Kit. I can’t stand that! [Goes R., in excite- 
ment.] I beg pardon for my excitement, but—but 
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i [Very lovingly looking up into BERNERS’ eyes, !_you know a woman cannot bear to have one of her 
t| resting her hands on his arms, and so forth.| For- | own sex ill-spoken of in her presence. [R. C. 
t] give me! Col. B. What heavenly principles! I’m glad 
+ . Col. B. I have nothing to forgive, my child. I left my glasses. [Pause.] Ah! if the rascal 
$; Kit. Then forgive others. I do so pity those had only set his choice on any one like you. 
3: poor people! Kit. Oh, she may be a great deal prettier ! 
$ Col. B. Misspent commiseration, I assure you. Col. B. Impossible ! 
3| Kit. Don’t you think that in time you would: Kit. Is sheso hideous—-Mrs.—Mrs.—what’s her 
$; come to overlooking their fault ? | name ? 
3} Col. B. Don’t speak to me about them. Col. B. [seated on sofa.] Mrs. Gaythorne. 
$3] Kit. Nay, let me be a pleader for the poor; it. I wish I were like her—I wish I were her. 
%; young people—they are not near so much to| Col. B. Eh? I shouldn’t so much mind it then. 
¢; blame as me. : kit. I could speak better for my own self than 
+; _ Col. B. You—you are—never mind ! [ Chuckles.] | for another. . 
| I am glad I left my glasses! No! Ican’t forgive; Col. B. I should like to hear your speech. 
+| him! ‘Think of the slighted feelings of Miss Con-|} Kit. Should you? But what should I do for the 
yers— flinty-hearted relation ? 
’ Kit. Who? : Col. B. Hem! 
p¢ Col. B. Miss Conyers! Poor thing, her honest) it. I couldn’t think of taking you, who are so 
$i affection was wasted on the solitude of the groves— | kind, so just, so generous. 
‘| Kit. The groves of Blarney. — Col. B. [coughs.| Hem! Well, how would you 
t a [ Gets newspaper on R. table. |set about it? 
3! Col. B. Ab! you can’t feel for another woman| Kit. In the first place, I should procure an in- 
| in such distress—just like your sex ! terview with you. 
$i Kit. I keep my sympathy for those who need it.| Col. B. You'd find that not so easy. 


Kit. Oh, a woman can find any man at home. 

Col. B. It’s not so in my case. 

Kit. Oh! I should go as a parlor-maid in search 
of a situation, a governess, a tract-distributor, a 
subscription agent to a new work on military tac- 
tics, a—a— 

Col. B. Very well, granted that you had made 
your way to me, what then ? | 
Kit. I chould fall on my knees [does so} to you, 
and cling to you so that you would have to hear 
me out, and say, ‘‘ Uncle, I am sorry that I have 
offended you without meaning it, and 1 come to 
seek words of forgiveness. I am but a poor moth- 
erless girl, to whom life was nothing until my hus- 
band loved me, and I should be in grief all the 
days of my life if I felt that in doing all he could 
to prove his love for me, you should think he had 

done his worst to prove want of affection to you. 

Col. B. [rises.| The villain! If he didn’t relent 
then, I should—[coughs]—I'd horsewhip him, as 
sure as gun-fire ! [’]l take yourtrouble into my own 
hands, my dear-—don’t you fear—[assisis Kirry 
to rise, and fondles her us he speaks] Yl write to 
that tiger! I’ll touch him up! Give me pens, ink 
and paper! [Kirry prepares writing-desk, 1.]} 
The rhinoceros-hided scoundrel! to resist this 
little angel’s tears! Let me have pen, ink and 
paper! [Goes L., and sits at writing-desk.] | 
That’s right, my dear! [Arranges paper, and 
takes up a quill.| Now, then, in the first: place, 
the name and address of the scorpion! [Chuckles.] 
Ha, ha, ha! (Sam has come down to meet Kitty 
atc., and they whisper together, exchange kisses, etc., 
while BERNERS writes. : 

Kit. [faltering.}| I—Ill find it while you are | ; 

| 


writing the letter. 
Col. B. Don’t think I shall spare him. I shall RS 
give it him, shot, shell and canister! Thescoun- |! 
drel! Ill pepper him! I’ll smite him, front, flank 
and rear! [ Writes.) Now then, what is the 
name of your. relation ? | 
Kit. [after trying to get Sam to prompt her.) | 
You can say—say: Uncle! 
F 


Col. B. Uncle? [Pauses] Uncle! [ Writes.] 
unscrupulous relative will go around giving pain | 


“Viper!” I wonder how he will like that? This 


; 
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to defenseless girls, will he? Now we’ve got him.. 
Go on—the name and address of the miscreant. 
His name is— 

Kit. His name? 

Col. B. Yes, his name, my dear madame. 

Kit. [trying to get Sam to help her]. His name 
is—is—is—Colonel— [Sam gets behind curtain. 
Col. B. Colonel ? [ Surprised. 
Kit. Colonel Berners! 

Col. B. Berners? [Rises and goes to R., keep- 
ing the quill in his hand. 

Kit, [very innocently.| B-e-r-n-e-r-s. What’s 
the matter? [BERNERS dashes the pen down on 
the floor.| Wasn’t the pen a good one? Oh, I 
see, as a military man, youdon’t like addressing 
a letter to another officer. Or, because you are 
a soldier and love steel, youscorn the white feather. 
[Picks up pen and throws on table, Rr.) Try an- 
other, Colonel Berners. | 

Col. B. [in rage.| Then you are the—the— 

Kit. If you please, uncle! [He avoids her. 

Col. B. [aside.] 1 can’t look her in the face, the 
witch! [Aloud.] Then I have been made a fool 
of! 

Kit. You can thank yourself for it! 

Col. B. "Do you mean that I made a fool of my- 
self? 

Kit, You have made yourself the 
ent on this occasion. 

Col. B. You have failed in your project, miss. I 
shall never forgive you! I forbid you ever to 
speak to me. 

Kit. Yes, uncle! 

Col. ‘B. I shall never be your uncle! 

Kit. No, uncle? 

Col. B. Have I been deceived ? 

Kit. No, undeceived, uncle-—you thought very 
poorly of me indeed. 

Col. PB. How? You spoke of yourself as that 
person whom [I had not seen. 


only fool pres- 


SAM GAYTHORNE.—Morning dress. 
KITTY GAYTHORNE.—House dress. 
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CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. 


Kit. On the contrary, uncle, did I not make her 
cause warmly my own ? 

Sam. [comes down.| She is perfectly right! I 
heard you. — 

Col. B. Oh, you are here! Then you have been 
behind the scenes all this time. [Comes to c., and 
sits jn chair by R. table. KITTY goes L., and gets 


| letter written by BERNERS. 


Sam. At least behind the curtains. It was a 
charming parley—I hope it will be a long truce 
before our renewed war. What have you got there, 
Kitty? 

Kw. Only a letter uncle was kind enough to 
write. ‘Wouldn't you like to hear it? 

Sam. By all means. [I like his letters—when 
they do not contain money. | 

Kit. Shall I, uncle Joseph ? 

Col. B. [Aside.] Confound that letter! they 
have got me in their power! a : 

Kit. [reads letter.] ‘‘You VirpEr! I have made. 
the acquaintance of your niece, who is a most 
charming young lady!” Please accept the thanks 
of the “‘ Draggletail Chit!” [Reads.] ‘‘ For no 
offense but giving the love of her young heart to 
your nephew, you have seen fit to visit her with 
your wrath. While it.is yet time, I beg you to re- 
consider your heartless course in inflicting pain on 
the poor creature whose only fault is your gain in 


adding so much grace and gentility to your fam- 


ily, adding that, in case you prove yourself a scor-. 


pion, she shall never wantfor a home while I have. 


one to offer.” [SAM pintons BERNERS tn his chair. 
Col. B. It’s no use! I shall never forgive you. 
[Krtry offers to kiss him.] Never! [He smiles. 
Go a—[KITTY kisses him.| Retreat cut off on 
sides, htmmed in, herred in, too—there is nothin 
for me to do but to surrender unconditionally 
[Chuckles as Kitty kisses him. 


THE END. 


COSTUMES. 


COL. BERNERS.—Dark blue military frock-cont, white vest and pantaloons; white wig. white side whiskers. 
Extravagantly military bearing. Cane and field-glass. 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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PRETTY PREDICAMENTS: 


An Original Farce, in One Act. 
BY A. J. PHIPPS. 


CAST OF CHARACTHEHRS. 
Theatre Royal, 


: Belfast, \876. 
Mr. Adolphus Fitzfudge..ccsevscccecesecs Mr. S. Johnston. 
Monsieur Henri Lemaitre... ccccccsseces “ Thomas Allwood. 
JOE DU ff. 0.2. oorerccccccsececcecerssees ‘ Horace Vox. 
Mre. Fizfudge.. ooeeese- Miss Emma Hampton 
Miss Eliza Futzfudge seen ves eeeecececsenes * Maggie Findlaud. 
Patty Puff .ccvcccvcccccseccccsecesccccces “ Clara Reid. 


ScENE.—A Restaurant. Entrance c. An aper- 
ture, with sliding panel, L. A speaking-tube near 
aperture. Small tables at R. and L., with chairs, 
etc. .Carte of refreshments on table at R. Play- 
bills, advertisements, etc., hung about. 


PATTY discovered. 


Pat. panic about.| Well, I declare, I never 
had such a busy morning in all my life! What 
with the sight-seers, the people shopping, and the 
foreigners, there’s scarcely a thing left in the shop! 
[Reads list of articles wanted.] ‘* Heart-cakes !” 
‘‘ Pound-cakes !” “ Patties!” [Calls down speak- 
ing-tube at L.] Joe! 7 
Joe. [appearing suddenly at aperture L.] My 
ove! | 


Pat. Now, Joe, why can’t you answer without |. 


coming up ? 

Joe. Because I like to gaze on the beaming fea- 
tures of my Patty Puff. 

Pat. Yes; that’s all very well, Joe; but when 
once you are up here, there’s no getting you 
down again. | 

Joe. And so would you like to be up, if you were 
down ; it’s precious hot work below, I can tell you. 

Pat. Well, you do look rather warm. 

Joe. Come down and try it. 

Pat. Oh! it’s much too warm for me down there 
with you, Joe. Besides, I don’t forget your beha- 
vior in the railway tunnel. 

Joe. I only stole a kiss ! 

Pat. And he who steals is a thief, Joe. 

Joc. Well, if you come to that, what I stole 
you received ; and the receiver, you know, is al- 
ways as bad as the thief. — 

Pat. Ah! you’re a knowing one! Now, then, 


Joe, we're out of lots of things in the shop. 
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Joe. Then let’s shut up, and take another turn 


in the railway tunnel. 
Pat. Oh, I dare say, indeed ! Now, then, as the 
riflemen say, Attention! [Reads.] Hearts! two 
dozen— | 
Joe. And one—don’t forget mine. 
Pat. Pounds! 
Joe. For housekeeping, and plenty of ’em. 
Pat. Patties! 
Joe. One is enough for me, and her name is Puff. 
Pat. That will do for the present. 
Joe. Don’t say that. 
‘Pat. Well, what else? , 
i ae [endearingly.] Can you do without your 
oe 
Pat. Yes! so go down and look after the things. 
Joe. Come down too. 7 
Pat. Good gracious! there’s a smell of burning 
coming up. eet through aperture. JOE catches 
and kisses her. She screams.| For shame, Joe! 
[Releases herself] Oh! [Looking of c.] Here’s 
somebody coming! [Closes aperture.] Poor Joe! 


Enter ADOLPHUS FITZFUDGE, C., in rifle uniform. 


Fitz. Good morning, Miss Turnover. 

Pat. Puff, sir, if you please—not Turnover. 

Fitz. And how is our little Rosedrop to-day ? 

Pat. Pretty well, I thank you, sir. 

Fitg. Pretty and well—that’s right. 

Pat. Aud how do you do, sir? 

Fitz. Firm as Almond-rock! Who could feel 
otherwise, under the influence of such inspiring 
weather ? 
Pat. It is really delightful—I quite long for a 
walk. 

Fitz. Then take one. Offers his arm. 

Pat. But who's to take care of the shop ? 

Fitz. Leave the shop to take care of itself; re- 
quest the public to take their bath-bun, and leave 
the two-pence on the counter. — 

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! [ Going. 

Fitz. (detaining her.| Hilloa! is this the way- 
you treat a defender of your country, a man who 
has been falling-in and right-about-facing all the 
pa 

Pat. Really, sir, I beg your pardon, what would 
you like—-soup ? 

Fite. Soup! on such a day as this, too. 

Pat. The patties are all gone. 

Fite. [smirkingly.| But one. 

ae [naively.] And she’s not to be bought or 

old. 


Fite. Have you any fowl and ham, or tongue? 
Pat. No ham—I have plenty of tongue. 
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Fitz. Where is the girl who hasn’t ? Tongue, 


be it! 
Pat. Ginger beer or lemonade, sir ? 


Fitz. [with disgust.) Ginger beer or lemonade! are a very long way off, Joe. 7 


the idea of offering a defender of bis country—a 
member of the Auxiliary Forces—atter a hard 
drill, such stuff as ginger beer or lemonade! 
Pshaw! Guinness’! that’s the thing for me! So, 
attention! {Patty stands at attention, face to 
audience.| Right about face! [Patry turns back 
to audience.] Quick march! [She marches.] Dou- 
ble! [She runs offc. FItzFUDGE comes down. | 
Aud now, let me see. 


| and he wants to dine with his company ? 
' graph! that’s it. 


arms, too. She little thinks that her “ Dolly,” 
‘as she calls me, goes into his tailor’s as quiet 
' as a lamb, and comes out again as fierce as 
—well, a member of the Auxiliary Forces—in 
fact, a ‘‘ Blazer.” (Mysteriously.| And if she only 
knew that when I married her I had an encum- 
brance—a daughter. Oh, dear! it gives me quite 
a turn to think of it. 


Enter Parry, with fowl and tongue, Guinness’ 
stout, etc., on tray, which she places on table L. ° 


Pat. Now, sir, it’s quite ready. 


Fitz. So am I—veady for action, the Blazers| guage and not noticing the chair.] No, I thank 
are always ready! [With mock heroism.] Now,|you, I shall return in the tramcar. [Sees chair.] 
Patty, just fancy such a thing as an invasion!|/Qh! thank you. 


The front shop is in possession of the enemy ! one 
hundred black-muzzled foreigners are laying vio- 
lent hands on the cakes, buns and crumpets— 

Pat. And the sugar-sticks—Freuchmen are so 
fond of sugar! 

Fitz. They are! I, and a few Blazers, arrive 
just in the nick of time! We cram the cold 
crumpets down the throats of the one hundred 


black-muzzled foreigners! I catch sight of you|lemon ice, and perhaps a cheese-cake. 


and rush to your protection—[puts his left urm| Lem. [goes up to Patry.] Mademoiselle, s'if 
round her waist, and raises her from the ground] | vous 


and brandishing my weapon of defense—[ seizes a 
bottle from table] I face the enemy—([turns to- 
wards aperture L.| and exclaim, with Rollo, 


‘¢ Who moves one step to follow me, dies upon the | cake. 


spot!” [Jor appears suddenly at aperture, with 
tray of cakes, whith he drops upon the stage. 


Pat. Oh, good gracious! there’s Joe! [Runs to|deavoring to avoid one stranger, I should make | 
L. and picks up tray and cakes, which she returns | the acquaintance of another—and a foreigner, too! | 


to JOE. 
Joe. Well! here’s nice goings on! I say, Mr. 


Commander of the Forces, what’s your business |’ 


here ? 


_ Fitz. Only a little war game—imaginary in-'youreceive a lettre for Monsieur Henri Lemaitre? | 


vasion—wilitary manceuvre—that’s all; you're too 


late—it’s all over. [Aside.] Hilloa! ’m forgetting; Mrs. F. [aside.] If my poor dear Dolly were to 
[Aloud to PaTTY.]/|see me eating an ice in the society of a good-look- 
Just keep guard here over the commissariat for a|ing foreigner, he’d be just a little bit jealous, I’m |}. 


the telegram to my wife! 


short time—lI shan’t be long. Exit c. 
Joe. I say, Patty, this sort of thing will never 
do, you know. : 
Pat. Well, Joe, I couldn’t help it—hbe was re- 
-hearsing like. The shop, and the buns, and the 
cakes, and the sugar-sticks, were all in the hands 


of the enemy, and I was being rescued so nicely, | there’s any letter with that name. 


when you must come up and spoil everything. 


Joe. Yes! that’s all very well; but I think the} yet? | 
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What is a man-to do;not express my gratitude for your kindness, in 
with his wife, when she doesn’t know that hej)rescuing me from the importunities of that rude 
has become a member of the Auxiliary Forces, | man, who followed me all the way from the tram- 
Tele-|car to the Jinen-draper’s. 
Ha, ha, ha! 1 positively trem-!thought to get rid of him; but, in a moment, I 
ble at the idea of Mrs. F. finding out that I|found him at my side examining lace collars; and 
have joined the Rifles—with her horror of fire-|he positively had the impertinence to ask me my 


- 
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sooner we get a shop and a cook of our own, the .¢ 
better. 


Pat. Ah! that shop and the cook of our own 


Joe. I don’t know that. 
Pat. [looking off c.] Customers coming! 
[Suddenly closes aperture. 


Enter Mrs. FITZFUDGE and M. HENRI LEMAI- 
TRE, C. They come down C., between tables at 
L. and R. 


Mrs. F’. [speaking as she enters.| Words can- 


Once in the shop, I 


opinion of them. I hastily made a purchase, and 
thought to elude him by leaving at another door. 
Not so—his leering eye was again upon me. I 
walked quickly—he did the same. I slackened 
my pace—so did he. At last, out of all patience, 
I was forced to appeal to some one—you were 
passing, I appealed to you. 

Lem. Oui, madame, and he receive from me 
w Strong box in de eye—von—two, comme ca! 
Permittez moi. [Hands chair.] You vill take a 
chaise ? 

Mrs. I’. [not conversant with the French lan- 
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Aside.| How very polite! 
[Seats herself at table R., with her back to i. 
Lem. [takes carte from table.) Von glace, 
madame ? 
Mrs. F. One glass! [Pause.] No, nothing to 
drink, thank you. 
Lem. Von glace—c’est a dire, von ice. 
Hands carte to MRS. FITZFUDGE. 
Mrs. F. Oh! thank you. I think I will takea : 
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plait, von lemon cheese and von cake of ice. ¢- 
Pat. One what, sir? | 
Lem. Von lemon ice and von cake of cheese. 
Pat. Ah! you mean a lemon-ice and a checse- - 


Lem. Ah! Si—it is so. [Lait PATTY, ¢. 
Mrs. F’. {aside.] Dear me! to think that in en- 
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Enter PATTY, C., with ice and plate of cakes. She : 
places them on table R., and retires. 


Lem. [to PATTY.) Pardon, mademoiselle, have 


1 
‘ 


Pat. I will see, sir. da C. 


thinking. 
Enter PATTY, C., with letters. 


‘Pat. What name did you say, sir? 
Lem. Lemaitre—Monsieur Henri Lemaitre. 
Pat. (looking through letters.) I don’t think 


’ 


Lem. Est-il possible dat she never’ write not 


— epee oe 
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Pat. Stay—yes, the very last letter! 
“M. Henri Lemaitre.” . 

Lem. Ah! dat is me, I tank you ver moche. 
[ Takes letter. 


{ Reads. } 


tranquil, mon coeur. 
; belle Elise, how moche you make me happy by 
dis littler lettre. 
[Kisses letter, breaks seal, and reads. 
Mrs. EF. | aside, looking round. ] 
citable race of people the French are! 


ma belle. (Kisses letter. 

Mrs. F. Oh! A hada her head away. 

Lem. [crosses to R.] 
prie—I must tell you de histoire of dis lettre. 

[Sits at table R., facing MRS. FITZFUDGE. 
Mrs. F. Neda How very confidential! 

Lem. Madame, I must tell to you dat I teache 
de French tong aux dames— 

Mrs. F. [not comprehending.| Sir! 

Lem. Aux dames, madame— 

Mrs. F. [rising.] Sir! 

Lem. 
jeunes dames—tode young ladies—dameis French 
i for lady. ; 

Mrs. F. Oh! French for lady, isit? — 


from ze town—ver nice occupation. 
Mrs. F. Ihave no doubt of it, sir. 


lady vid von beautiful eye— 

Mrs. F. One eye! had met with an accident, 
| perhaps ? 

Lem. Not at all, madame. Vell, I give to her 
| de task, verbe ‘aimer,’ to love, expressif of affee- 
' tion—n’est-ce-pas? 
i Mrs. FF. Very expressive indeed. 


town. 
: Lem. Vell, ven she come to me with de lesson, I 
' take her by de hand. Oh! dat main. 
| Mrs. F. What man, sir? 

Lem. De main—dat is, de hand of ze beautiful 

irl. And I say to her: How you do to-day? your 
fazer and your mozer, how dey do too as well? Ven 
all at vonce, in von moment, de tear fall from de 
eye of ze beautiful girl. 

Mrs. F. How very strange ! 

Lem. Not at all, madame—she not have a mozer. 

Mrs. F. Didn't have a mother ? 

Lem. Non, madame—she die herself ven she 
vos littler girl. 
| Mrs. F. o died herself, sir ? 

Lem. De mozer die herself, and she not see her 

| fazer for some ver long time. 
Mrs. F. Oh, the brute! 


Lem. Brute! Comment, madame—brute ! 
[Pause.] Brute—an horse—a ox— 
Mrs. F. T mean to say her father is no man. 
Lem. Eh? Madame, her fazer is not a 
3: man? 


Lem. C’est vrai—it is true. 


What an ex- | deed, to neglect her pupils in that way. 


Lem. [having read letter.) At tree o’clock. Ah!| Elise, I love you viz all my heart—vill you make 


adame, pardon, je vous! love her now and den? I reply to her, and say 


[ Aside.] | gram, so that’s all right. 
You may thank your lucky stars, Dolly, that your} words, ‘‘ House of Commons—Member’'s ticket— 
Mary Ann never learned French alittle way out of|important debate—Eastern question—don’t: sit | 


_|at table L., with his face to the audience. 


Mrs. F. Not like a man, to keep his daughter 
| shut up at school. — 
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F ee F’. Aud a very pretty French lesson, in- 
ee : 


Lem. She tremble and say: Oh, Monsieur Le- 


Exit Patty, cc. Aside.] Restez:maitre—dat is all she can say—ven in come dat 
[Comes down c.] Ab! ma‘horrible Madame Ticklesvitch. 


Mrs. F. And who is Madame Tickleswitch ? 
Lem. She is de mistress of de school. - 
Mrs. F. And a very pretty sort of mistress in-~ 
Lem. Vell, de next day I say to her: Ma belle 


me a littler vife? She respond, and say dat she 
ver young, some day she willbe more old—vill I 


dat I sall love her toujours, alvays, more and more, 
forever. Den she cry, and say: I vill make youa 
littler vife. ‘ _ 
Mrs. F. What! without asking her father ? 
[Drops her handkerchief in the direction of u. 
Lem. Madame, her fazer care for her not at all, 
she have anoder mozer dat she never sce. | 
Mrs. F. Why, I understood you to say that she 


Comment, madame, aux dames—aux had no mother ? 


Lem. Madame, she have two mozers. 
Mrs. F. Two mothers! 


Lem. Two, madame! Permittez moi. Mozer 


Lem. C’est vrai, madame. I teache de French | nombre von, she die herself ven sho vas littler girl. 
tong to de young ladies at a schvol a littler vay | Mozer nombre two, she is all alive. 


But mozer 
nombre two she never see. | 7 
Mrs. F..Oh, the wretch! married again, has he, 


Lem. Vell, von day dere come to me a young|and keeps his daughter out of the way at board- 


ing-school ? 
Lem. C’est vrai—it is true, madame. 


Enter ADOLPHUS FITZFUDGE, C. 
FUDGE and LEMAITRE continue conversation. 


Fitz. [speaking as he enters.| Off goes the tele- |: 
Just twenty | 


Ha, ha! 


up—shan’t be late—dine out—got the key.” A 
good shilling’s worth, so now fora refresher. { Sits 
JOE ap- 
pears at aperture with a tray of cakes. 

Joe. {aside.} Hilloa there’s that Commander 
of the Forces again! [PaTry enters c., and takes 
tray of cakes from JOE, who points to FITZFUDGE, 
and tries to detain PATTY. Patty gets away, 
and exit C. 
FUDGE. 

Fitz. [looking towards Mrs: FITZFUDGE, who 
ts sitting with her back towards him.  Aside.] 


Hilloa! I ought to be acquainted with that bon- | 


net—and the strings. 
bonnet is exactly that pattern, and—most extra- 
ordinary—Mary Ann’s dress is precisely that 
color! It can’t be! besides, I left her as cozy as 
possible at- Prospect Villa. [Sees the handkerchief 
on the ground, picks it up, comes forward, ex- : 
amines corner of handkerchief, reads.) ‘“M. A. 
F., No. 2.” Gracious goodness! that it should 
come to this. . [Pockets the handkerchief. 
Joe. [aside.] Hilloa! here’sa case for the police! 
Fitz. [aside.] Here’s a pretty predicament! 
What shall I do? Shall I confront them? I 


Vell, von day she: will! [About to rush towards them, thinks sud- 


have to say in de lesson, ‘ aimons,’ ‘let us love.’ | denly of his uniform.| Pshaw! why did I become 
Ah, madame, vat a man can he say, ven a beau-;a Blazer? Stay, Pll reconnoitre the enemy, it 


tifa 


girl say to him, ‘ Let uslove?’ Madame, I let| will give me time to think. Eiseg at table, with his 
fall ze book, and I say to her do—do—do—let us) back to MRS. F1TZFUDGE, ta 


a ee 


Mrs. F1tz- | 


JOE remains and watches Frrz- 


Of course Mary Ann’s | 


es out note-book and 


love. pencil—shouts.| Patty! 
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' my roll at eight! [Rises and backs towards aper- Pat. 
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Mrs. F. [to LEMAITRE.] What a very noisy} Pat. Well, after all, I didn’t see any harm be- 
person that is in the regimentals. — tween them. 
Fitz. [aside.] I shan’t write that down! Fitz. No, pastry-cooks never do. They have 
Lem. I tink he is a fool. eloped. 
Fitz. [bawling.| Come, I say! Pat. Lor’, sir—why, they didn’t go out together! 
Enter Patty, c. Fitz. In such cases they never do. [To Joz,] 
Pat. [to FitzFupGE.] Did you call, sir ?° Are you a married man # 


Joe. Not yet, but hope to be. 
Fitz. No—yes! a bottie of brandy and atumbler! 
ee No brandy: sir—ginger ee or lemonade.| _‘¢4: Then have the feeling of one, and at once 
Fitz. [disgusted.] Gin ger beer or lemonade—| release the very small modicum of coat-tail which 


' at such a time as this, too ! [Parre retires; sees| Military regulation allows me. 
| JOE, who kisses his hand to 


Pat. Why don’t you let go, Joe? 
ter. Exit PATTY, C. ’ 
Lem. Oui, madame. At tree o’clock I sall be|, %2¢ Well, you see, I saw him rob the lady of 


- twite happy. her handkerchief. 
? 
Fite. Hilloa! [Writes.] At three o'clock the| ¥# Peck man can’t rob his wife. 
at bis be quite happy. [Speaks.] Will he? Pat. Certainly not, Joe. 
Ha, ha, ha 
Mrs. F. Whata nuisance that person is, shout-|, 7, [veleases him. ]_ Well, there—how should I 


know ? [Parry and JOE converse. 
ing in that dreadful manner. 
Fite. There! public declaration—lawful part-|, - he ieee pple Prada secon Facer 
ner—domestic cares—nuisance. eer yp] | e#egraph them along the various lines, and shake 


the nerves of the United Kingdom. with the 
ia i = ar true love. wounded feelings of Adolphus Fitzfudge? [Joz 
Fitz. [catching the words.} “Of true love.” closes aperture, and disappears; PATTY exits C.] 


Or shall I seek a respectable broker, transfer my 

ba ary aa lady— interest in the goods and chattels at Prospect 
Fitz. [writing.] Then. the lady— Villa into his hands, pocket the proceeds, and: 
Mrs. F. To whom you are so devoted— seek consolation in the wilds of Central Africa, or 


Fitz. (writing quickly.) To whom you are so|*#Ke it coolly in the Arctic regions ? 


- devoted— _ Enter Miss Exi1za FritzFupGE and Patty, ¢. 


Mrs. F. Will be here at three o’clock ? © 

Lem. Ah! dat happy moment! 

Fitz. [writing very fast.| So devoted—happy 
moment. [Aside.] Confound it! Why didn’t Dr. 
Birch impart to me the useful art of short-hand ? 

Mrs. F. But I must say that I consider run- 
ning away to be very objectionable. [LEMAITRE 
sy Cece ic MRs. pc Alt ed an C. 

Itz. ey’re planning an elopement before my tleman, you say ? 
very eyes! I see my domestic comforts vanish Miss. y | 
one by one! There go my toasted bacon, and Fite, (aside) Cadine Danae orRe ch! 


h! I recollect, there was a French gen- 
ture, shouts.) Hilloa! they're oft! [About to rush 
towards entrance C. JOE seizes him from behind ae pe Ft a pene time since, w with a lady. 


by the tunic. 
Joe. No you don't! ace nae women miss, and I'll tell you his 
Fitz. What the devil ! [ They struggle. 


Miss F. Lemaitre ? 
eo No! the cook, sir, from below. Take it Pat. That’s it, miss. 1know that was his name, 


Fitz. Take what coolly ? | because I had a letter for him. 


: Miss F. And with a lady ? — 
Joe. Don’t say you haven’t got it about you. 
‘Fitz. Got what? Fitz. ,Lanproacking Miss Frrzrupce. ] And | 


: with a lady. 
Joe. Because I saw you take it. i F. [rises.] And has Henri then deceived 
Enter PATTY, C., running in. e? 


' Pat. What’s the matter ? Fitz. He has, my dear; and don’t be alarmed, 
Fitz. The matter! two persons have just left} when I announce to you the melancholy fact that | 


Miss F’. Thank you. As Iam before my time, I 
will take a chair. 

Pat. Certainly, miss. [Places chair jor her] 
Pray be seated. 

{PATTY and Miss FrrzFUDGE converse. 

Fitz. [who has been meditating, suddenly sees 
Miss FITZFUDGE.]. By Jove, there’s a pretty girl! 

Pat. [to Miss FrrzFupGE.} A French gen- 


this place, and I must follow them—or— the very handsome Frenchman has eloped with | 
[Moves forward. |my wife. 
Joe. Raoeate! him.] No you don’t. Miss F. Ah! 
Pat. Not that I am aware of, sir. [Faints ; FITZFUDGE supports her. 


Fitz. Don’t contradict me—I say they have. Fite. Turnover! Patty! Vinegar and water! | 
Pat. If you mean the lady and gentleman who! [Patty runs off c.] ’Pon my life, how very nicely | 
sat there, [points to table R.] they have not been they do this sort of thing. Are you pretty com- 
| long gone. fortable, my dear? [Kisses her. PATTY runs on. 
Fitz. Which way did they go? C., with vinegar and water.) She’s an elegant girl. 
- Pat. Lady to the right, gentleman to the left. | Kisses her apa: 
Fitz. Of course—and they'll turn at corners, and! Pat. Don’t, sir, = mustn’t do that! 
promenade to place of ep pomemen [Desper-| Fitz. Mustn’t I 
aiely.| That lady is my wife. Pat. No, sir. 
Pat. and Joe. Your wife! 


Fitz. Ibeg your pardon. [Seats Miss Frezevpas | ¢ 
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in chair.| It happens to be my duty to console this 
young lady for the loss of her handsome French- 
man; and in a matter of that kind I invariably 
act on the impulse of the moment. [Touches her 
palm with vinegar: ] What a charming little hand! 
[Kisses tt. 
Miss F. reviving. ] Thank you, I shall be bet- 
ter presently. 
Pat. Pll fetch some smelling salts. 
[Runs off c. 
Miss F. [a little revived.| Oh, Henri, ;why— 
why did you not tell me that you ‘only played the 
lover ? 
Fitz. Never mind, my cea ae not of him 
who does not think of you. 
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PATTY runs on C., with smelling salts. 


. Pat. Here, try this, miss. 

Miss F. [takes smelling- botile.] ‘Thank you, 
thank you. | [ Rises. 

Fitz. (to Patty.] Patty, you’re wanted in the 
shop—there’s a hungry looking boy examining the 
buns in a most mysterious manner. [PATTY exits 
c.] Now, my dear, each of us having been wound- 
ed by the same weapon, it is some consolation to 
know that we have the power of mutual condol- 
ence. Who is this—no, I won’t swear—who is 
this very handsome Frenchman ? 

Miss F. He is French teacher at my school, 
and he was so very kind to me, that I loved him. 

Fitz. That is to say, he made violent French 

love to you, and he now, as suddenly, takes his 
French leave. 
_ Miss F.,He was to have been here at three 
o’clock to-day, have taken me to his sister's, and 
we were shortly to have been married. It is not 
yet three o’clock, but I have no hope, I know 
not what to do—I have run away from school. 
[Cries.]__I have no friend. 

Fitz. Yes, you have—you see in mea protector, 
a sworn protector—a man who has sworn to pro- 
tect everything and everybody. Where's your 
mother? — 

Miss F. Alas! she has been dead many years. 

Fitz. Then where’s your father ? 

Miss F’. It is now some vears since I have seen 
my father. I fear that he cares not for me. 

Fitz. The infernal idiot. Let me be a father to 
you. What’s your name, ny fair one ? 

Miss F. [after a pause.| Fitzfudge, sir. 

Fitz. wih a start.) Fitzfudge ! 

_ Miss EF’. Yes, sir. 

Fite. And your Christian name ? 

Miss F. Eliza. 

Fitz. Eliza! -Eliza Fitzfudge ! 

Miss F. Yes, sir; Eliza Fitzfudge. 

| Hite. Eliza Fitzfudge, of Tickleswitch’s school ? 

Miss F. The same, sir. 

cia [starts. ] Here’s another pretty predica- 
ment 

Miss F. Why do you start, sir; do you know 
‘mY. father ? 

Fitz. [astde.] And is this the lovely girl that I 
have been keeping out of the way ever since my 
‘Marriage with Mary Ann? [Aloud.] Know your 
father, my dear—bless you, no one knows your 
| father better than I do. 

Miss F. Oh, sir, let me see him—once, only 
once, let me accompany you as your friend; he 
may not aeve quite forgotten me. I do not think 
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Fitz. Hates you, my dear girl! he has only just 
found out that he loves you dearly. 

Miss F’. Oh! can this be true ? 

oe Can you forgive a parent’s apparent neg- 
lect 

Miss F’. Qh, sir, do not ask me! 

Fitz. [throws himself on his knees.) Then, Eliza 
Fitzfudge, embrace your father. 

Miss F. No! no, it cannot be! 

Fitz. It can! itis! Iam your father ! [Miss 
FITZFUDGE screams, kneels, and embraces her fa- 
ther. Clock in the shop strikes three. 


Enter M. LEMAITRE, in much haste; he stops sud- 
denly behind FITZFUDGE and Miss FITZFUDGE, 
who are locked in each other’s arms in the cen- 
tre of the stage. 


Lem. Morbleu! vat is dis? [Miss FirzFuDGE 
rises, screams and runs down R. C. 

Fitz. [rises.] Hilloa! here’s a start ! 

Lem. { fiercely.| Vat you do vid my vife ? 

Fitz. Before I reply to that question, perhaps 
you'll tell me what you have done with mine ? 

Lem. You mock me, sare—I vill have satisfac- | 
tion. 

Fitz. So will I, and I rather think I’m entitled 
to it first. [Zo Miss FITzFUDGE.] Don’t be 
alarmed. 

Lem. Who is you, sare ? 

Fitz. I reciprocate the impertinence, only more 
grammatically—who are you ? 

Lem. Vat it is to you? 

Fitz. Exactly—what is each to the other? 
There’s nothing like arguing a point quietly. [To 
Miss FITZFUDGE.] Take a seat, dear. [Hands 
chair to Miss FITZFUDGE. ] Now, sir, what sort of 
satisfaction can appease the injured feelings. of a 
man whose domestic comforts have been reduced 
to an indescribable nothing? Eh? 

Lem. Dat is de question—vat satisfaction it is 
you vill give to me, sare ? 

Fitz. Excuse me, the boot happens to be on the 
other leg. I have this day lost a wife. 

Lem. I too, as well, lose a vife to-day. 

Fitz. I beg your pardon—you sacoae to have 
gained one, you have taken mine. 

Lem. 1 take avay your vife?—not.at all. 

Fitz. Wait a minute. [Brings out note-book.] 
Did you not sit there, [points to table k.] with 
a lady, and say that at three o’clock you would be 
quite happy ? 

Lem. Certainement ! 

Fitz. And that that would be a ee moment a 

Lem. Vraiment, monsieur. 

Fitz. And did you not propose to run away 
with the lady ? 

Lem. Non, monsieur. 

Fitz. Beware! importer of French miseries, 
have acare. -. 

Lem. Monsieur, de lady vas annoy ver moche 
by de man in de street, I protect her, she tank 
me, she £ a I see her again not at all. 

Miss F h, Henri! ! is this true ?. 

Fitz. I an believe a word of it. 

Lem. I come here at tree o’clock for ma belle 
Elise, and I find her in your arm. 

Fitz. Of course you do—in my arms, her father’s 
arms. — 

Lem. [astonished.]|. Her fazer ! 
Fitz. Her father. 
Lem. Her fazer ! 
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Fitz. I said her father. | Lem. [about to embrace FiTZFUDGE.|] My E 

Lem. Est-il possible? Her fazer! fazer ! FITZFUDGE retreats. (|¢ 

Fitz. If there’s the slightest doubt about it, my} Mrs. F. [to on Your father, sir! 
name’s on my Jinen. [Pulls out his wife's hand-;| Lem. Madame, he is de fazer of ma belle Elise |+ 
kerchief.) Look here. [Reads.} “M. A. F.,| Mrs. F: Her father! : 

| No. 2”—Mr. Adolphus Fitzfudge, No. 2. Lem.* And ven I come here to-day at tree |s 

| Lem. [delighted.| Her fazer! my fazer! o’clock, I find ma belle Elise in his arms. 45 

| [Attempts to embrace F1tzFUDGE. | Mrs. F. [astonished.] Adolphus, is this true? | 
Fitz. Babli himself.| Keep off! Fitz. [aside.| Here’s another pretty predica- \¢ 

Miss I’. [crosses over to LEMAITRE.] Oh, Henri!|ment! I hope the last one. ; 

how have I been deceived—then you are true to| Mrs. F. (impatiently.] 1 say, Adolphus, is this , 


% 

' me? [Miss FITzFUDGE and LEMAITRE retire up. | true? ‘ : 
_ Enter Mrs. FitzFuDGE and Party,c. Pattry| Fitz. At ange Who'd be ashamed to own 4 } 
directs Mrs. FrtzFUDGE’s attention to Frrz- | lovely girl like that? [Aloud, and firmly.| Lad- 3 
FUDGE, who is whisking his wife's handkerchief sa Poy fact. | ; 
: 

+ 

+ 

4 


about. rs. F. You do, sir? 

Fite. (despondingly.] When I closed the little}_ 72. Ido; and am proud to acknowledge that 
wooden gate at Prospect Villa this morning, who’d|I am the father of that beautiful work of nature. 
have thought of this? Why didn’t I stay at home| “rs. #’. What, sir? Pad lal 
and nail up the grapevine? ([Ezit Parry,c. |. Fite. Restrain your feelings, my dear, and 

Mrs. F. (coming forward.) Sir, when you have| listen. When you and I first met in the Skating 
quite done with that handkerchief, you will oblige | Rink— 

' the owner by returning it. [Recognizes her hus-| Mrs. F. [sharply.| Tramear. | 
_ band.] Adolphus! is that you? I say, Adolphus!| 7%tz. [midly.] Skating Rink is, I think, a little 
is that you? [ Snatches the handkerchief. |™more aristocratic— 

Fite. jastde.} My wife—now it’s coming.| Mrs. F. [firmly.] I like the truth—tramcar. 
[Aloud.] It is I, madame! Fitz. No one ever heard of love in a tramcar; 

Mrs. F. Madame! what do you mean by mad-| but in a Skating Rink, where love goes round and ‘+ 
ame? And what is all this, [points at his wni-|Tound on wheels—however, you shall have it your | 
form] what means this trifling ? own way. When you and I first met in the Skat- ; 

Fitz. This is not trifling, but rifling, madame!|ing Rink—I mean tramcar—you were a widow? 
You behold in me an eftective member of the} “7s. F. I was. : : 
Auxiliary Forces. Fitz. And so was I—at least, a widower. ‘ 

Mrs. F. A rifleman! Adolphus, you will at| rs. F. You were? ies as. 
once withdraw from the corps. | Fitz. In the course of conversation you dropped |; 

Fitz. Tll be shot if I do. a remark that you would never marry a man with : 
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Mrs. F. Yow ll be shot if you don’t. Suppose | #0 encumbrance. 
yori. | oe sae " ee r ie ee Teas to lose the widow of my | 
itz. [heroically.} “I go wh itz. , Age 
me!” ! ¥] 7 ene wewe adoration, [whispers] concealed the child. —s_ 
Mrs. F. What would become of Prospect Villa,|__ 447s. F. Oh, Dolly! Dolly! however, I forgive ' 
and who would protect me ? you. : 
Fitz. You could protect Prospect Villa, and| itz. Huzza! huzza! huzza! that’s off my. 
perhaps some Frenchman would protect you.|mind. Eliza, [Miss FITZFUDGE ¢onies down) 
Talking of Frenchmen, you were seen this morn- | here’s a mother for you, embrace her. [Mrs. Frtz- 
ing in conversation with a foreigner, and— . FUDGE and Miss FITZFUDGE embrace. | 2 
Mrs: F. Ah! there he is! [Goes up to Lu-|_ Mrs. F. [to Miss FitzFupGE.] But, my dear, 
MAITRE.] And is this the young lady? [To Miss|I cannot promise forgiveness for running away . 


FITZFUDGE.] How do you do, my dear? [Shkakes|from school. % 
hands.] I shall have a chat with you ase aie Miss F. I think you will, when you know how. 
Fitz. [aside.| Well, that is cool! kind Henri is to me. ! 


Ho SSSHHSHSHHSSHOS 


Mrs. F. This French gentleman was very kind| | 2frs. F. Well, well, we shall see. Certainly, I 
to me this morning. He saw that I was sanoved | think I am justified in saying that he is a.perfect | 
| by the importunities of a rude man in the street; | gentleman. fee pease 

and if my slight acquaintance with him led me to| #2. Then, perhaps, you would like to invite 
listen to a narrative of the circumstances which | the perfect gentleman home to dinner, and then | 
brought him here, my gratitude for his polite con-|the perfect gentleman’s prospects can be dis- + 


' duct must be my excuse. cussed at Prospect Villa. You: manage those 4 
Fitz. [aside.] Why, that was the Frenchman’s|things better than I. Besides, "I have a little . 
story ! business in another quarter. [Zo azudtence. ? 
Mrs. F’. Do you still doubt me ? Ladies and gentlemen, patriotic feeling induced , 
Fitz. Polly? me to become a member of the Auxiliary Forces. 4 

¢ 

¢ 


(Expresses a desire to embrace his wife. |Let us hope that our facings have been gone 
Mrs. F. No, Dolly, not here, and certainly not| through in a satisfactory manner—that we are, 
in regimentals. And now let us have a word or|tolerably good shots—in other words,. that we | 
two with our friends here. [To LeMarrre.] Per-| have hit the mark, and that some little amuse- 
mit me, sir. [Introduces FITZFUDGE.] My hus-| Ment has been afforded by our PRETTY PREDICA- 
band—and he will thank you for yourkind services | MENTS. 
this morning. 3 a THE END. 
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